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Lift Your Bust! 


TAKE 2 TO 4 INCHES OFF YOUR WAIST! 


Flatten Your Tummy! 


ORDER YOURSELF A BRAND NEW FIGURE 


WITH THE AMAZING NEW 


FRENCH FIGURE 





Redistribute your fesh—instant]ly—mirac- 
ulously! Make your waist inches smaller. 
Lift your bosom regally. Flatten your ab- 
domen and slenderize your figure. Look 
pounds thinner... thanks to the French 
Figure Slimmer. 





SUMMER 


NOW ONLY 





TWO SEPARATE GARMENTS IN ONE 
Cleverly designed in two parts, the FRENCH 
WAIST BRA (at left, below) gives you the firm, 
natural uplift the new fashions demand. And its 
sensational elastic waist band slims the waist 2 to 4 
inches. The lower section, the FRENCH ABDO- 
SLIM (at right, below) takes in those ugly bulges 
and gives you a smooth flattened appearance. 

Choose yours in dramatic black or alluring nude. 





TRY YOURS FOR TEN DAYS 
AT OUR EXPENSE! 


Try the French Figure Slimmer in your own home 
—at your own mirror. Watch the ugly bulges go. 
See how your abdomen flattens unbelievably. Note 
how it lifts your bust. Satisfy yourself that you have 
never worn a garment that has done even half as 
much for you—and your clothes—or return it 
absolutely without obligation. 


MAIL NOW —SEND NO MONEY 





10-DAY FREE TRIAL COUPON 


WARD GREEN CO. Dept. F 372 

113 W. 57 St., N. Y. 19, N. Y. 

Gentlemen: I've checked my selection. 

[_}Send the Complete “FRENCH FIGURE SLIMMER" 
on approval for 10 days. I'll pay postman $5.98 
plus postage (I save $1 by buying complete unit). 
If not delighted I may return for full refund of 
purchase price. 

(_]Send the FRENCH WAIST BRA only $2.98 

__ plus postage. 

L_JSend FRENCH ABDO-SLIM only © $3.98 plus 
postage. 

[_] Send Black 

LJ! enclose $.... 


C] Send Nude 
(Ward Green Co. pays postage.) 
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» TRY THIS 30-DAY SYSTEM ON | 
YOUR SCALP«HAIR JUST ONCE 


That’s All We Ask—Just Give tt A Fair Trial—You Will Marvel At 
The Results. You Will Be Absolutely Amazed Or it Doesn’t Cost 
You One Penny. Your Fine Care With Latest JUELENE Formulas 
May Be The Answer To Your Hair And Scalp Problem. 


There is always something new under the sun. For years and years, fine LANO- 
LIN Emulsions made from Sheep Wool Fat have been highly regarded for the 
Proper care of your hair and your scalp. In recent years, it has been learned 
that CHOLESTEROL is the active ingredient of LANOLIN. CHOLESTEROL 
is an ingredient found in all vegetables, in all animals and in our own i 
can produce a synthetic CHOLESTEROL, which makes it 




























lll MONEY BACK 


HELP PREVENT Di 
Bate Make SAS JO MANAGE Set GUARANTEE 
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IAL LANOLIN and CHOLESTEROL FORM- If you are not delighted and absolutely and 
UAS you receive with THIS COMBINA- ponds coomtane that these are the best 
TION. type of IRMULAS that you can —- on 4 
YOU GET FULL DIRECTIONS on YOUR = al 40d Heit, ee SUNDED FAMOUS 
AR. IT IS ALL MIXED, READY TO USE. ENE FORMULAS have been seat all 
ts EASY Just mele a little bic oa the is wedi dae ae 
: ite er 3 
— ph. hy FA, AF, More than one half million have tried these 
a i back i aatural i fine JUEL i ed products. Now, for the 
sad bring ~ cle Te fiad it so much = time, brings you this Special — 
easier to manage, so soft, so lovely. ESTER: > » Fortified 
OLIN EMULSIONS with CHOLESTEROL. 
Whether you use pins or curlers, or just Y T ' 
9 sake 2 fast, good - OU CANT LOSE. MAIL YOUR COUPON 
, “GHOLESTEROL. JUST TRY THIs  TAINABLE IN STORES. Sea direct 0 
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YOU CAN USE YOUR LANOLIN EMULSION EVERY CENT BACK IF NOT THE BEST YOU EVER USED. 


FOR PIN-CURLING, and WAVING, MAKES Ge 


JUEL COMPANY, Dept. Y-102 
§ 1735 W. Sth Street, Brooklyn 23, N. Y. 


f SEND ME EVERYTHING. ALL MIXED READY TO USE, WITH FULL DI- 
RECTIONS AND A 100% MONEY BACK GUARANTEE. I am to receive « 


it, by 
OLIN plus CHOLESTEROL makes your Hair 
look Lovelier. * SEND NO MONEY MAIL YOUR COUPON NOW * 
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JUST GIVE IT A FAIR TRIAL. THAT'S 
ALL Y E PROVE the IMPORT- 







Special 
jar of DH-12 CHOLESTEROL FORMULA, and a jar of LANOLIN COM- 
UND with CHOLESTEROL. Price only $2.98, to collected on delivery 
me, plus postage. 
(You get enough of everything to last you for at least 3 months) 
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JUEL COMPANY, Dept. Y-102 
1735 West 5th Street 
Brooklyn 23, New York 












LADIES—here’s how to get lovely 
dresses given to you as a bonus— 
without 1¢ of cost to you! And 
make up to $100 in a month by 
wearing and showing 
them to your friends. = 
Take your choice of 150 » a 
glorious styles, It’s our @& 
way of advertising our % 
charming frocks and un- 
beatable values. No 
canvassing re- 
quired—no expe- 
rience needed. 
Everything sent 
without cost or 
obligation. Sim- 
ply rush coupon 
below. But hurry! 
This new plan is so 
popular, openings ‘ 
are limited. / 


FASHION FROCKS, INC. 


Dept. 0-2114 
Ciacinneti 25, 


4 yew live in Coneda, mal 
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EVERYTHIN 
is GIVEN 
TO YOU 


WITHOUT jj 
cost! 


Paste This Coupon on Postcard — Mai! Today 


FASHION FROCKS, INC., Bepe. 6-2114, Cincinnati 25, 0. 
YES, I'd ihe to be canet se women wie os Be 
chance to make up to = wearing 
Without obligating me, 
please send everything I need WITHOUT COST. 








Name 

Address. 

City. Lone. State. 
Ase____ Dress Size___ 


“" (co ta Coneds, moll cowpen te Merth American 
Feshlen Frocks, Lod., 2163 Partheneis, Mentresl, P.G. 
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FIVE STORIES FROM TRUE LIFE 


in ie Sand aw ens aedee ds nekg baa eeeauwaiies 16 
Stranded in a strange town when the show pulled out and left her, Jo thought 
fast to make ends meet, soon found that you can’t get something for nothing. 


Too Perfect Wife......... lari ati en eas wit dre 6 aa ORR alee 19 
It was not until she found Reed paying attention to another woman that Ethel 
realized that there are more ways to please a husband than those she tried. 


da eins oi sinish sag asi Wiss & a aia ow le RN en digcelpeishes eas 26 
The note she found in Steve’s pocket was flimsy evidence of his infidelity, but 
how was Cora to distinguish between professional and social advice? 


NE i, wisi dak enicnds00essnrensandelabawebadetebeeden 28 
Try as he might, Johnny was never able to understand the strange spell Donna 
cast over him, but every answer his mind found, his heart rejected. 


ss ons v's oy 6s PERG woke siete ORGS k alae 34 
His father’s death did not upset Junior as much as the thought that Liz was 
untrue, and each time his Gl buddies chanted, he could see Jodie back home. 


SPECIAL FEATURES 


REET COUN i. swe nin Susy wana + ees 10 
When her singer-husband became a star, Belle discovered that the love they 
knew before marriage could be recaptured if she would give as well as take. 


Te Deer errr rrere rte By Barbara Velasco 22 
Dancer, who makes it a practice never to say “no” when she can say “yes,” 
tells some of the things that have happened since making her decision. 


NR iain, wtldhe dew ee sc ccvccsen sees By Marie Cole 30 
While theatre and night club audiences applaud his artistry, few persons know 
the real Nat (King) Cole, certainly none as well as the girl he married. 
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ns on ink an os 00 846 ws het Hee ee es 40 
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Cover Photo Of Marie Cole By David Sutton 
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EARLY 


BLVD 


A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 


By Frances Jackson 


EAR MRS. JACKSON: I am in love 

with a married man. He is 28 years 
old and I am 18 and a junior in high 
school. I love him very much and he 
pretends to love me. He wants to leave 
his wife and marry me but I tell him I 
would marry him only if his wife quit 
him beforehand. 

He says that his wife is good to him 
but that he doesn’t love her. If he did 
divorce her and married me, I wonder 
whether I would be faced with the same 
problem of his quitting me for someone 
else. Please give me your opinion. 


E. L. D. 


Dear E. L. D.: 

Basically your reasoning powers are 
good. I am terribly sorry that you are 
having an affair with a married man for 
I honestly feel that it is against your 
principles. You really should be having 
fun with boys your own age and going 
to proms and parties instead of to some 
secret rendezvous with a married man. 

Tell the man to stay with his wife for 
they probably need each other. The time 
will come when you will be glad you 
stopped when you did. Undoubtedly this 
older man does fascinate you, but don’t 
let that fool you. Even if he did marry 
you, he would play around after mar- 
riage as he is doing now. Begin to date 
boys in your school and let this married 
man alone. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 
I am a Negro passing for white in Mil- 
waukee. No (Continued on Page 51) 








It Saved my job 


“I work at a gas station greasing 
cars, changing tires. My hands 
broke out, got so red and raw I 
could hardly work for the pain. 
Oil and grease made them worse. 
My boss told me to use Black and 
White Ointment. It helped so 
much to relieve burn and itch I 
didn’t lose a day’s work. I’m still 
on the job, still using Black and 
White Ointment.” 

William E. Ockemy 

Baltimore, Maryland 























GET FAST RELIEF—TODAY! 


it you suffer itchy, stinging 
misery of blackheads, acne, 
eczema, simple ringworm, use 
Black and White Ointment for 
welcome relief of discomfort. 
25¢, 60¢ and 85¢. To cleanse skin, 
use Black and White Skin Soap. 

















Don‘t be 
HALF-SAFE 








; Ws easy _ 
New Vanishing Cream Deodorant Proved 

14 TIMES MORE EFFECTIVE in Keeping 
UNDERARMS DRY and ODORLESS 


Rub it In—Rub Odor Out... 3. Gives 1% times more security! 


Doctors’ tests prove Arrid, when used daily, 
Rub It In—Rub Perspiration Out ‘5 12 times more effective than any other 
USED DAILY, Arrid gives you a new kind of 


leading deodorant tested. 
: . 4. Safe for clothes. Safe for finest fabrics. 
protection from perspiration and odor— 
rubbed-in protection. Arrid, the vanishing 


5.A pure, white, stainless vanishing 

cream deodorant, now contains magic new cream. Safe for normal skin. 

PERSTOP. Just rub Arrid in—rub odor out. Rub 

Arrid in—rub perspiration out. Rub Arrid in 

daily for this exclusive 5-way protection: 

1. Prevents the appearance of under- other deodorant! 

arm perspiration, with the super-effective ° 

antiperspirant action of PERSTOP. Don't be HALF-SAFE. 
Use ARRID to be sure! 














2. Removes odor from perspiration in- 
stantly, surely, on contact. 





plus tax 


Ss) 





Start now to have a lighter, brighter 


skin appearance 


* 4BSOLUTELY GUARANTEED 
to lighten your skin, or your money 
back at once! 


pt fr ee eee henna. 


STAR GLOW oop. 12 


1820 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, Ill. 


Please rush to me a 6-week supply of Star Glow Skin 
Lightener on your money back guarantee offer. 


] | enclose $1.20 (C0 Send C.O.D. for $1.00 
Send postpaid, tax paid plus tax and postage 


Name 





Address. 
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City. State. 
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with 


Send coupon 
for your 


HOME BEAUTY 
TREATMENT ™ 








NEW nd 
COMFORT * 





AND 
BEAUTY 








For ABOVE AVERAGE” 


FIGURE 
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CUPS 
B.C, D. £ RHEUMATISM 
Strickez Muscles ood Joint 
ri Impreved IMDRIN Acts Fast 
Even When Pain Is by 
Stiffness, Swelling, Redness, Fever 
MAKE THIS $1.50 TEST 
Always have new im- 
raf «gla 
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10-Bey Free Iriel — Grider Today — wear for 18 days. net dolighted just retere fer 

os toad of tut parchase prise. 

(0.0 © Pay Postman or Gellvery pies 2 few cents Postage. i yeu send poyment we 

pay postage 

THE S. J. WEGMAN CO., Dept. M-84 
35 WUBUE ST., LYNBROOK, NM. Y. 











Arthritis or Rheuma- 
tism Pain attacks. 
IMDRIN’S prolos 

fast action eases 
muscles and joints 
with ——- relative 


comfort . . 

difference from Ln 
pain 

hours. and 

intensity of suffering 

varies in individual 


cases so IMDRIN is 
sold on guarantee of 


complete satisfaction or 
money back. Atdruggists. 





Letters To 


‘I WANT TO BE A NEGRO’ 


I’m a new reader and when I finished the 
story, “I Want To Be A Negro,” I didn’t think 
that it was flattering to the Negro race. 

For someone that seems so bitter, to strike 
out blindly and judge all people good or bad 
by their color, it just isn’t fair to either race. 
There’s good and bad in all kinds of people. 

I admire and like the Negro people for their 
kindness, good cheer and think that they have 
the most normal way of living, loving and be- 
ing friends. I am Irish and I was raised in 
the South where the seeds of prejudice are 
planted by man’s ignorance and foolish pride. 

ie Nirnmo 


Stockton, Calif. 


I am a young Negro soldier stationed here 
at Ft. Knox, Kentucky. I wish to say that the 
article, “I Want To Be A Negro” by Miss 
Jesse Young, was one of the most heartwarm- 
ing articles I have read in a very long time. 

I believe this article was sincere due to the 
excellent manner in which Miss Young ex- 
pressed her desire to be known as a Negro. 
I and all my soldier friends here at Ft. Knox 
wish her the best of luck in her career. 

Pvt. Alfred A. Porter 
Ft. Knox, Ky. 


I wish to convey my sympathy to Jessie 
Young who wrote the story “I Want To Be 
A Negro.” She means well I’m sure, but is 
definitely on the wrong track. 

She admits self disgust at not doing more 
about the injustices and slights a Negro suf- 
fers, but now wants to do even less by refus- 
ing to concede to anyone that she is white and 
yet believes that all men were created equal. 
This is her greatest weapon with which to fight 
the prejudice she says she hates and with 
which to help the people she says she loves. 

Why does she want to deny it? Who is she 
fooling whenever she says “I’m a Negro?” Only 
herself, if that’s possible, certainly not her 
friends—and very few of the people she’s like- 
ly to meet. It is the white man who needs 
the teaching not the Negro! 

I enjoy all your publications. How about a 
story on Josh White? 

R. Wilson 


Oakland, Calif. 


Congratulations on doing a story such as “I 
Want To Be A Negro,” also, “We Had A Test 
Tube Baby.” Two wonderful stories, very 
nicely told and most of all a lot of the things 
that Miss Young said I have thought over 
and over again. Such as a white child play- 
ing with a colored one, if they get along to- 
gether. What harm is there? 

Pride can and does ruin the minds of many, 
but Miss Young denied pride and wanted to be 
herself, that is what is so great about her 
story. Until Southern states see through the 
eyes of common sense as she did, and every 
individual lives his life as common sense tells 
him, the scales of justice will still be un- 
balanced. 

Pvt. Benjamin Williams 
Camp Gordon, Ga. 


JOE LOUIS 


I enjoy reading TAN, but I would like to 
express my mind to “A Disgusted Reader,” in 
the December issue, in regard to whom Joe 
Louis marries. It really doesn’t matter about 
the color of the skin as long as they love each 
other. 


It could have been that had Joe Louis 


married a dark complexioned woman, it would 
| have happened the same way. 





Eugene E. Davis 
Maywood, IIl. 
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The Editor 


‘I MAJORED IN SEX’ 


I am a reader of TAN and find it wonder- 
ful. I have been reading it since 1952 and 
the story of “I Majored In Sex,” I think is 
great. Congratulations, and keep up the good 
work. 

Mrs. Vina Mae Groupon 
Baton Rouge, La. 


‘| MARRIED MY BROTHER’ 


The stories, “The Date I Didn’t Keep” and 
“[ Married My Brother” are the best I have 
read in a long time. I have read TAN since 
March 1951 and have each issue now. Let us 


have more stories and letters to the Editor. 


What do you say, readers? 
E. Potts 


Sherman, Texas 


I have been a constant reader of TAN for a 
long time and I hope to be one ‘for years to 
come. In the November issue “I Married My 
Brother” and “I Want To Be A Negro,” were 
the best I have read yet. Please keep up what 
you are doing and I know that TAN will go a 
long way. 

I can’t wait for the next issue to come out. 

Mrs. Pauline McCleary 
Kalamazoo, Mich. 


‘DEARLY BELOVED’ 


I have been a constant reader of TAN since 
its first publication and I want you to know 
that I think it’s “tops.” I enjoy every story 
and article but I want to especially congrat- 


ulate Mrs. Frances Jackson on her forum of | 


marriage problems known as “Dearly Beloved.” 
Her advice to each person is so sound, in- 
telligent and sincere one would think she knew 
them personally. I’m sure those who have writ- 
ten to her are inspired by her advice. Her 
article is always first on my reading list. So, 
keep up the good work. 
Mrs. Louise McCrary 
Detroit, Mich. 


THEY ENJOY TAN 


A friend let me read his copy of TAN and 

I enjoyed every story. I think yours is an 

amazing magazine. I would like to get every 

issue of the coming year, 1954, so please let 

me know as quick as possible the price per 
year, so I can start getting your stories. 

Vincent Parry 

St. Kitts 


Here in the sanitarium, we all enjoy TAN 
very much. It’s our favorite magazine, and we 


are always looking forward for the next issue. | 


TAN is a great magazine from cover to 
cover. It’s just like talking to people all over 


the States and hearing their life story from | 


start to finish, which helps solve many prob- 


lems. 
Nathaniel Carr 


Northville, Mich. 


I still have the first edition of TAN. I had 
the rest of them but as soon as I bought them 
my friends would borrow them permanently. 
All the teenagers of Cincinnati love the maga- 
zine and will continue to buy it. 

Mary Shelton 
Cincinnati, 0. 


TAN is the best magazine I ever read. I 
have been reading it since it was first pub- 
lished. I am from Baltimore, Md., but I am 
now in the Air Force and enjoy that magazine 
more than I can tell you. TAN is great, keep 


up the good work. 
A/3C John H. Weston 
El Paso, Tex. 











LIGHTER SKIN LEADS THE WAY 
TO BRIGHTER EVENINGS! 


Have you noticed that the nicest things 
happen to girls with light, lovely com- 
plexions? But wishing won’t lighten your 
skin —-Naptno1a Bleaching Cream will! 


Get NADINOLA now at your drug store 
or toilet counter. See for yourself what 
millions have already proven about its 
wonderful bleaching and clearing action. 
See how it gives your skin that creamier, 
brighter, clearer appearance that makes 
men look at you with new interest —and 
causes women to exclaim, “How lucky 


FOR OILY SKIN 

New Nadinola Deluxe 
is non-oily, 
greaseless. Lightens 
skin and lessens 
shine. 75c and $1.25 





FOR DRY SKIN 

The original, famous 
Nadinola Bleaching Cream 
is enriched with fine 
cosmetic oils. 60c and $1.00 








Ladies! here’s big news 


SPARE TIME MONEY 


Just show charming Melville Frocks 
styles to friends. Gorgeous, latest 












dresses . . . big selection . . . low 
prices... FULLY GUARANTEED.. . for 
The American nonaee 


No experience needed. 
Get expensive Style Kit at 
no cost to you. Sell newest 
styled dresses, lovely 
lingerie, children's wear. 


ACT NOW! If interested, 
send name, address, age, 
dress size TODAY to 
Mr. B. J. Melville, Pres. 
THE MELVILLE CO., DEPT.8321 
CINCINNATI 25, O. 


















she is to have such lovely, light skin!” 

NADINOLA works so fast, results are 
guaranteed from just one jar! Use it to 
lighten your complexion, to loosen black- 
heads, to make your skin feel softer 
and smoother, look clearer and lovelier. 

There are 2 kinds of NapINOLA—one 
for oily skin, one for dry skin. Both give 
you the same remarkable bleaching and 
clearing action. Both are guaranteed to 
satisfy you completely or your money 
back. Get NaDINOLA right away! 


NADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 


JUST ONE JAR will make your 
complexion brighter and lovelier! 


cise COLD MISERY 


AT ALi DRUG STORES 















“Was I thrilled when they selected 
me as a model waitress! The camera 
close-up test was a success, thanks 
to Black and White Vanishing 
Cream under my make-up. 
thanks, too, to the professional 
model who told me to use it to hold 
make-up on longer, fresher and 
camera perfect.” 
Bette Finley 
New York, New York 
Remove make-up with Black and White 
Cleansing Cream. Alo soften skin with 
Black ond White Cold Cream. 35¢ each. 





a 


K Yes, you can beautify 2 a 
your complexion the 

same way professional ¥ 
models do with Black and 
White Vanishing Cream. 
It’s greaseless (can’t 
cause blackheads), actu- 
ally checks skin oiliness, 
Make-up looks fresher, 
skin feels softer. 
@ For foce powder that 
clings like mist, 
lipstick that stays 
on ond on, 


look for the name 
Black and White 




















Does your figure fit the fashion as well as your clothes? 
remarkable, new FRONT ZIPPER as 


SHAPE-O-LETTE 


V nips waist V provides uplift 
V slims silhouette—tike nothing else can! 















Wy, 





sagel 


Picking an underfashion isn’t enough anymore 
it must be selected to give you the smooth, 
new, unbroken silhouette! And anyone can 
have today’s trim, tapered, pencil slim shape 
with remarkably different SHAPE-O-LETTE. 
Just ZIP for instant FIT! No more stretching, 
training . . . no more cup pinching . . . no 
bulges, rolls—anywhere! Powerful, all Lastex 
action-back provides firm comfortable sup- 
port without ugly crease marks. Here is an 
ingenious all-in-one that is altogether the 
season’s most daring, most exciting figure- 
builder. Best of all—sensationally new, wonder. 
fitting, front-sipper SHAPE-O-LETTE costs little 


more than longline bra alone! 


WHITE PINK BLUE BLACK 
A cup, 32-38 B cup, 34-40 C cup, 38-42 


WILCO FASHIONS CO, Dept. TFI77 i 
45 E. 17th St, WY. C. 

Yes! Please rush your Front-Zip SHAPE-O-LETTE at 5.95. - 
cur Stee Ist Coler Cheice...... a 

) | enclose $5.95. You poy postage. ©) Send C.0.D 
ol oay postage. % 
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City, Zone, State... 
Meney-Gech Gearentee! net delighted, | may return in 10 cays: 











By James Goodrich 


NA‘T COLE, as a singer, was never 

better than he is on Capitol’s new 
releases of his intimate vocal styl- 
ings, currently being marketed in an LP 
album labeled “King Cole Sings for 
Two in Love.” The package showcases 
eight old ballad favorites with streng 
romantic themes (Love is Here to Stay, 
There Goes My Heart, This Can’t Be 
Love, A Little Street Where Old Friends 
Meet, Handful of Stars, Almost Like 
Being in Love, Tenderly and Dinner for 
One, Please, James) all ideal for Nat’s 
easy, entrancing delivery. 

Backed by strings and woodwinds on 
the collection of tunes, the inimitable 
song stylist-pianist sings flawlessly, yet 
with great soul and sincerity. His per- 
formance throughout the album makes 
for ecstatic listening and exhibits con- 
vincingly why Nat is rated by many ex- 
perts as the Number One crooner of 
ballads in the U.S. today. 

The Capitol album of Cole gems has 
peddled well in record marts from the 
time it was first released, will likely end 
up as a heavy grosser. Most of Nat’s 
vocal releases do, for some reason or 
other. He apparently has the secret to 
what people want to hear and how they 
want it delivered. As one Downbeat jazz 
critic contends, “Nat is the one guy 
singing today who can make a hit any- 
time he makes a record.” 

Capitol considers Nat its ace blue- 
chip artist, while noting that he has 
attracted (Continued on Page 70) 
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By Dan Burley 


6 Nees GEORGE TREADWELLS (she’s Sarah Vaughan) 
apparently have agreed upon a permanent rift regard- 
ing that man and wife business. But George, who brought 
her from nowhere to stardom, stays on as her personal 
manager. He’s also P.M. for blues-blowing Ruth Brown 
and piano-master Earl (Fatha) Hines . . . Octogenarian 
Tom Fletcher who trouped with such fabulous perform- 
ers as the great comedian, Billy Kersands, back at the 
turn of the century, has compiled a book of pictures and 
stories on Negroes in show business. It is to be published 
by an eastern university press next spring . . . New York’s 
Luther (Red) Randolph is thinking seriously of opening 
a Chicago branch of his famed Shalimar Cafe on Seventh 
Ave., but with a dine and dance and hot music format. 


oo 8 

Cozy Cole, foremost jazz drummer who sparks the 
Louis Armstrong outfit, is organizing a club made up 
exclusively of drummers. So far, he has lined up Jimmy 
Crawford, Zutty Singleton, Buddy Rich, Joe Jones, Kan- 
sas Fields, Gene Krupa, Sonny Greer and Roy Milton. 

Big, buxom Beulah Bryant, the comedienne, says her 
weight is no problem . . . “If I didn’t have it,” she says, 
“I'd probably be waiting table instead of collecting these 
fat checks every week from night clubs, television and 
theaters.” . . . Brilliant swing organist Lonnie Simmons, 
who plays the intermission periods at Chicago’s Club De 
Lisa, made his first recordings recently, a session for 
disc jockey Al Benson’s Parrot label. 

oo 09 

Cab Calloway began his career in jazz as a saxo- 
phone player . . . Lucky Millinder started out as 
a water boy for the old Chicago American Giants 
baseball team .. . Willie Bryant, the Harlem 
dise jockey and emcee-politician, started his by 
selling peanuts at the old Grand Theater in Chi- 
cago . . . Tiny Bradshaw is an accomplished mu- 
sician, featuring the drums. 

Ralph Cooper, now personal manager for Sugar Ray 


Robinson, once played the trumpet in addition to being 
the second half of the famous tap dancing duet of Eddie 
Rector and Cooper . . . Billy Eckstine used to play 
valve trombone, French horn and trumpet . . . Lionel 
Hampton, originally a drummer, plays every rhythm 
instrument in the band except bass fiddle and bass 
clarinet . 
9 0 9 

Famed white bass player Chubby Jackson, once of 
Woody Herman’s Herd, and drumming bandleader Red 
Saunders were among the musicians supporting Sister 
Rosetta Tharpe’s recent recording séssion . . . Charles 
Brown, the Texas City magician of blues piano, who was 
the vocal part of the old Oscar (Continued on Page 70) 
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Get this Automatic 


DATE AMOUNT BANK 


25¢ a day Keeps Calendar up-to-date 
Also Totals Amount Saved! 


How would you like to save almost 
$100.00 a year in quarters without ever 
missing them? Would you like to have 
money for Christmas or birthday gifts. 
appliances, clothes. vacations,children’s 
education, or just for a rainy day? Most 
people never get around to saving, but 
now, with the new miracle Banclok Date 
and Amount Bank, it’s fun to save a 
quarter every day — and 

how it mounts up! Reg. $3.50 
HERE'S HOW IT WORKS: |Mail Order 
Banclok forces you te save because Special 
it is not just en ordinary bank—it's a 

perpetual calendar, too. Every time 2 & 
you put in a quarter the automatic 
calendar changes the date. What's i PPD. 
more, Banclok also totals the amount a 
you save. Can be’ used year after with initials 
year. Start saving as soon as you get | 25¢ per letter 
wt. G teed hanism and key. 

Order 2 Bancloks and save DOUBLE. Order now direct 
from maker. 


SEND NO MONEY 

dust mail coupon today. Your Bancloks will be sent 
C.O.D. for 10-day trial. Guaranteed te show you a profit 
in only 8 days or Money Back. 
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ema @ = Mail Order Today:==== 
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for 10-day trial. I'll pay postman $1.98 each plus 
C.O.D. postage (Money-Back Guarantee). 


(25¢ per letter). 

















[_] SAVE C.O.D. and POSTAGE CHARGES 


Check here if enclosing full payment with this 
coupon. Then we pay all shipping charges. 
(Same 10-day trial and Money-back Guarantee.) 
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When her singer husband 

became a star, Belle found 

that the love they knew with- 

out benefit of clergy could be 

recaptured if she would give 
as well as take. 


[O WOMAN ever lost her husband 
overnight, I kept telling myself, but 
couldn’t make it sound convincing. 
e shocking discovery that I was losing 
Buck—perhaps had already lost him— 
s almost too much to bear. 
| had a premonition the moment we 
walked into the Skyline Room atop the 
[Theresa Hotel that I shouldn’t have 
me along. However, Buck had insisted, 
| I could not deny that this. was the 
moment we both had worked so hard 
The affair was staged by the record 
mpany that had just released Buck’s 
st recording, one that everyone pre- 
ted would sweep the country. 
[he guests included all the popular 
c jockeys, newspaper columnists and 
ther artists who were under the Suntan 
ibel. The talk that flowed and ebbed 
| around me—and over my head—was 
ittle chit-chat of the sophisticated set. 
he potent martinis flowed like water. 
| sat in a corner feeling very lost and 
y unhappy, my two-year-old “Sunday 
a shabby contrast to the smart 
thes of the well-groomed women who 
uttered around my husband. Of course, 
as Buck’s party and he was the center 
ittraction. But there was more than 
t to his neglect of me. He seemed to 
completely forgotten that I was 
present, and no one else paid the 
shtest attention to the wife of Buck 
tson, the newest star on the musical 
ZOn. 
» when a quiet, sad-faced young man 
ached me and spoke, I nearly 
pped my glass in surprise. “Boring, 
t it?” he observed. “A natural 


Why, I—” 





Ii 


“And these drinks must have been 
stirred with a spade!” he added. 

“I think this is a perfectly nice party!” 
I said, my loyalty to Buck pushing to 
the fore. 

The stranger sat down next to me and 
stretched out his long legs. “When 
you’ve been to one of these free-for-alls 


MARRIAGE 





you’ve been to them all,” he said with a 
shrug. 

“Oh, are you a reporter?” I asked 
politely. 

He looked hurt. “You mean you don’t 
know me?” he asked incredulously. 

I was embarrassed. “Should I?” 

He sighed unhappily. “You must be 
one of those people who tossed away 
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their radios when the TV set came.” instead of wasting time with this Watson 


“We have a radio, but—well, I guess _ character!” TREE catslog NOW! 
I don’t listen very often. Do you have I bristled at his belittling remark and sone waves SCHOOL - 


a radio show?” said icily: “Is it Buck Watson or his @ wai NOW 
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“I’ve got the best darn deejay show record you don’t like—or both?” 
beamed out of Harlem. I’in Val Walker,” “The platter is fair,” he conceded, : 
he introduced himself, “and I’ve got “got a catchy melody and lyrics. But 
more important things I could be doing Watson! He’s (Continued on Page 65) | ! 
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7 THE approach of February, 

the period of lovers’ delight, with 
its romance and heart throbs is at hand, 
climaxing in St. Valentine’s Day on the 
14th of the month. This year the planets 
are arrayed in the most suitable loca- 
tions to favor lovers and those who are 
slowly gravitating toward this desirable 
state. 

Venus, planet of love and affection, 
that brightens the way of Cupid, is 
joined to the sun—giver of light and life 
—in Aquarius, romantic sign of the 
Zodiac. To students of the stars, this 
means that the stellar rays are sparkling 
with a high charge of romantic magnet- 
ism which seeks an outlet through an 
exchange of friendship and affection 
between the sexes. 

This stimulation is more electrified be- 
fore and up to Valentine’s Day. A more 
opportune time for lovers will not appear 
in the schedule of the stars for months 
to come. It is difficult to think of anyone 
evidencing shyness or reluctance to re- 
spond to romantic stimulation at this 
time. Rather, it is to be expected that 
love will rule—a true reflection of the 
higher qualities of Venus, goddess of 
Love. 

If the facts were only known, the 
thoughts of the lovelorn, in most in- 
stances, will be more in the direction of 
affection than upon work, sports and the 
more routine duties and demands of 
their daily lives. Mercury, the messenger 
of the gods, is also positioned in the 
same locality in the heavens as Venus 
and the sun. 

Jupiter, planet of “luck and good for- 


tune,” casts his most beneficial rays dur- 











ing the first (Continued on Page 69) 
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BY MRS. VALAIDA SNOW EDWARDS 


FIRST MET Earl Edwards when I 

was eight years old. I didn’t see him 
again until some twenty years later. | 
had carried not even the slightest impres- 
sion of him during those years in be- 
tween that might have helped me to 
remember him. 

My father, J. V. Snow, and my mother, 
Etta, had a vaudeville act that included 
my sister, Lavada, and my brother, Jay 
Gould. We were playing the old Theater 
Owners’ Booking Association (TOBA) 
circuit and were almost continually on 
the road. Earl was the comedian in the 
show when Jay Gould and I made our 
debut as the “Gold Dust Twins” at the 
old Bailey’s 81 Theater in Atlanta. I was 
then playing violin. Today, as those who 
have seen me work know, I now feature 
the trumpet and sing. 

At any rate, it meant nothing at the 
time to see an older man among the 
many in the show and I guess Earl Ed- 
wards was just another name to me. The 
next time we met was in 1942 in Chicago 
where I was headlining the floor show at 
the Rhumboogie Club owned by Joe 
Louis and Charlie Glenn. I met Earl one 
evening at the home of the famous com- 
edy team, Butterbeans and Susie. Butter- 
beans, whose real name is Jodie Ed- 
wards, is Earl’s brother. 


Earl had just gotten out of the Army 
in which he had served his hitch on this 
side in special service. I had just been 
released from a convalescent home in 
New York. My Rhumboogie job was my 
second engagement after I was freed 
from a Nazi concentration camp in Den- 
mark. My friends were awfully good to 
me. I was a skinny, emaciated bit of 
humanity when the Germans in 1941 
agreed to accept in exchange two Nazi 
prisoners of the Allies for me. One of the 
prisoners was the notorious Anna Hoff- 
man, the manicurist arrested by the U. S. 
Secret Service for spying aboard the S.S. 
Bremen in New York Harbor. 

When the war broke in 1941, it caught 
me in Copenhagen where I was in the 
middle of a lucrative theater engagement 
at the National Scala following triumphs 
in Paris, London, Brussels and Glasgow. 
Being a Negro, the Nazis had no pity on 
me because of my sex. I was beaten, 
pushed around and herded into a huge 
concentration camp where my diet for 
many months was mainly potato soup 
and occasionally a thin crust of black 
ersatz bread. 

Back in New York, Frank Schiffman, 
the late Leonard Harper, Noble Sissle, 
Fritz Pollard (Continued on Page 60) 
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‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly soothes the 

hurt and helps to promote quick heal- 

ing . . . protects against infection when 
the skin is broken. Of course, if the 
burn is serious, always see your doctor. 

It’s also good for: 

@Work-Sore Hands—Apply before 
and after work. Soothes, relieves sore- 
ness. Makes clean-up easier, too. 

@ irritated Nasal Passages— Protects 
from dust and fumes. 

@ Babies’ Tender Skin—Protects ten- 
der skin from irritation. Excellent for 
diaper rash, too. 







Try a jar today! 


Simple, safe, soothing 


~ FIRSFAID KITe2» 


VASELINE is the registered trade mark of the 
Chesebrough Mfg. Co., Cons’d 
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Watch the love light glow in his 
eyes when he sees your new radiant 
beauty. In just 7 days your skin 
can begin to look shades lighter, 
smoother, softer, if you use Black 
and White Bleaching Cream as 
directed. Its bleaching action goes 
into the layer in your skin where 
color is regulated! See your com- 
plexion take on a new beauty glow! 
Don't Wait! 
Start your 
7-day 
test today! 
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BODY BUILDER” 


lo help build up youngsters, to give them 
a husky body, sound teeth—try Scott’s 
Emulsion, as many Doctors recommend. 
rhis nourishing food tonic is like “health 
insurance”’, in that it’s full of natural A&D 
Vitamins, energy building oils and added 
minerals! 148,000,000 bottles sold—it must 
be dependable! Get Scott’s today at drug- 
gists— > your children grow strong. 
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TALK 








ae ARE nice people and no 

one would swap them for all the tea 
in China, but too few of them take the 
time to find out whether their offspring 
are happy or not. They give the young- 
sters a good home, plenty of food and 
spending money. Fine, so far, but many 
parents fail to realize that their children 
have many problems which confront 
them and that they are not able to solve 
alone. 

An only child once 
“Neither of my busy parents has time to 
sit down and really talk to me.” 

Another griped, “I sure get tired of 
hearing my folks yap about how good 
and mannerly the kids were in the old 
Some dull life they must have 


complained, 


days. 
had.” 

“Whenever we stop and get a coke 
and hot dog after the movies, we are 
nagged about keeping such late hours. 
There is nothing dangerous in that,” two 
bobby soxers wailed. 

A long-legged 16-year-old youth said, 
“My dad says I lack ambition; do too 
much loafing. Why the heck should I 
bother about getting set for any career? 
Soon as | graduate, | am doomed for 
Uncle Sam’s dragnet.” 

Another group accused their parents 
of continually lamenting that the kids 
did not share in the work around the 
house. 

Now parents, with these juvenile com- 
plaints in mind, how about spending 
some of those “busy” hours with the 
children, learning what their needs are 
and finding oui why they are so restless; 
why they get into trouble with their 
probing and thrill seeking? Change 
your routine. 

One expert on child psychology said 
that the secret of being a successful par- 
ent is to remain in the background as 
much as possible and let the youngsters 
feel that they have full charge of every 
situation. Lead them rather than order 


them about. 





By Jane Walters 













Another advocates that parents have 
faith in their youngsters’ fine qualities 
and reward and praise them for any 
good deed or evidence of thoughtfulness, 

In some cases it might be well for 
parents and youngsters to go over life’s 
situations and together make out a code 
of behavior. That is what a group of 
teenagers and their parents in a Midwest 
city did recently. Getting together in 
their school, the two groups discussed 
desirable standards of conduct for par. 
ents and youths. 

Result of the consultation was a code 
which might be adhered to by parents 
all over the nation. This group decided: 

First, that parents should know where 
the youngsters are at all time and have 
a definite hour for them to return. home 
or to phone for other arrangements. 
What other teenagers say or do about 
their hours and privileges should not be 
taken seriously. 

Second, chaperoned parties are desir- 
able, but the supervision should be in- 
conspicuous though available at all 
times. Third, social events should be 
restricted to weekends only and _ then 
should not be held too late. Closing time 
for the younger teenagers to be 10:30 
p.m. and 12 p.m. for the older teenagers. 

Fourth, youngsters need an allowance 
in order to develop confidence and re- 
sponsibility. The amount should never 
permit extravagance. Fifth, all youths 
should have certain home duties and 
should be taught to accept emergency 
duties when necessary. Sixth, smoking 
naturally should be discouraged because 
it is bad for growth and health. Drink- 
ing falls in the same category. Profan- 
ity likewise should be frowned upon and 
parents should not use it either in order 
to set the perfect example. 

Seventh, skills and hobbies are to be 
encouraged and when youngsters are 
permitted to drive the family car, they 
should be cautioned against overloading 
it at any time (Continued on Page 52) 
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Dont be SKINNY 





Amazing New Easy Way Can Quickly Put Pounds 
And a of Firm Solid Flesh on Scrawny Figures 


NO CRAMMING WITH SUGARY TONICS, NO 
FISHY OILS, NO DRUGS, NO OVEREATING 


At Last! The All-in-One Concentrated 
Meal of Easier Digested, Body-Building 
Calories You’ve Long Heard Was Coming! 


Bia If you are skinny, thin and underweight mail the coupon for this latest 

discovery of modern medical science. It’s called WATE-ON and anyone in 
normal health may quickly gain 2, 4, as much as 5 lbs. in a week . . . then 10 pounds, 20 
pounds and more so fast it’s amazing! Not a medicine, not intended to cure anything. 
Instead WATE-ON is a new and different formula that’s pleasant to take as directed and 1s 
loaded with concentrated calories so prepared as to be far easier to be used by the system in 
building wonderful body weight. Cheeks fill out, neck and bustline gain, arms, legs, thighs, 
ankles, skinny underweight figures fill out all over the body into graceful curves that draw 
admiring glances. WATE-ON also improves the appetite, gives quick energy, guards 
against fatigue, sleepless nights, poor endurance, low resistance. Also makes for better 


wie 





digestion of fats that put on weight naturally. Try WATE-ON today. 


Easy Weight Gains of 5 Pounds in 7 Days Reported 


Want an attractive well rounded figure in a few quick weeks? Then 





| ENDORSED! | 


“] am an ex-prisoner of 
warand have been 
skinny and run down 
for quite some time. 
With my first bottle of 
WATE-ON I feel real 
good again. It has done 
wonders for me. 





R. W. 
Marysville, Pa. 


“Results I got from 
first bottle were abso- 
lutely amazing.” 


simply fortify weight maintaining meals with WATE-ON . 


. . put 


firm, good looking, healthy flesh on face, neck, bust, arms, hips, 
thighs, legs and ankles. Why be skinny . . . 
out trying WATE-ON. If condition persists, see your doctor. 





Gosh, Jean, you sure are 
popular since you put 
on those extra pounds! 


why let life slip by with- 


DOCTORS — Your recommendation and approval 
is invited. Write for professional samples. 


For Men, Women, Boys, Girls 
and Convalescents 


WATE-ON is entirely safe, contains no drugs, 
no stimulants, nothing but a brand new concen- 
trated food formula that’s EXTRA RICH in 
easier to assimilate calories, fortified with other 
proven weight building elements. 


SEND NO MONEY—tTest At Our Risk 


Mail the ON APPROVAL coupon below to send for your generous 


Mrs. Virginina M. Mere Than Many a 
es Meal in Daily Dese 
e 


“"T gained 5 pounds in 
6 days.” 

Mrs. G. C. 

Bledsoe, Ky. 





Each daily dosage is 
as rich in calories as 
many a skinny per- 
son’s regular meal. 
Mail the coupon. 




















“STARTS PUTTING ON 
WEIGHT FIRST DAY” 


Amazing new WATE-ON is the greatest 
weight building formula ever developed! 
It’s so loaded with super calories that 
putting on pounds and inches of firm 
flesh is a cinch. WATE-ON gives quick 
energy, improves the appetite, ee the 
healthy system digest and absorb weight 
building fats. Contains bone building 
vitamin D plus red vitamin B,, which 
has a remarkable ability, proven in cli- 
nical tests on children, to cause weight 
and growth gains. If your doctor has 
been warning you that your underweight 
condition can lead to fatigue, loss of 
sleep and low resistance, send for new 
WATE-ON today. 


size bottle of new WATE-ON. On arrival pay $3.00 plus C.O.D. 
postage or $5.50 for double size on the guarantee if the first bottle 


doesn’t increase your we 


ight to your satisfaction all you need do to 


get your money back is return the empty bottle. Now today . 
mail the coupon. Youngsters get mother or dad to order for you. 


porns MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY ae 


WATE-ON CO., Pemnay 271, 


“T went from 72 lbs. FOLKS WITH SMALL ; ; 
to 96 lbs. with WATE- STOMACHS WHO | 230 M. Michigan Ave., Chicage 1, ll ‘ 
ON.” QUICKLY FILL UP : Send one bottle WATE-ON. I'll pay $3.00 plus C.O.D. postage 5 
Miss Ollie, M. D. AND LOSE APPETITE! ©” arrival on guarantee I must be satisfied with first bottle or § 
Rich Square, N.C. AT MEALTIME : money back when I return the empty bottle. (Cash orders ; 
™ a mailed postage prepaid.) i 
Many skinny ple have smaller than normal & (] Put X here if you want double size for $5.50. H 
Your results may vary stomachs. Halfway thru a meal they’re full, have . ; 
but certainly WATE- nomore appetite. Take EM. @ PMMEE. ..:.... .d52 500 55<hd cw siew ee ey ndeF od ewy e050 5089 ane i 
ON merits your trial. _ for the body building calories missed. WATE-ON ’ 
works wonders putting on healthy weight. : fo ee re ay Oe Pe ee : 
‘ . i 

WATE-ON CO., Dept. a1, 730 MN. Michigan Ave., Chicage L 1H. a City cin 9 0 6'90 0 66n049 442500450008 Zone.... » Sent. » = 
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é kh ee ae 
“Don’t you dare call me names!” | flared. 
“Tf that fur piece means so much to you, 
then take-it and get out!” 






Stranded in a strange town when the show pulled out and left her, Jo had to think fast to 
make ends meet, eventually learned that you can’t get something for nothing. 


EN ARE PECULIAR creatures— 

and that’s putting it mildly. They 
are all brothers under the skin and 
you'll find that there’s a bit of wolf in 
even the shyest guys and a hidden streak 
of shyness in the biggest wolves. Every 
last one of them is a hopeless slave to 
his own vanity, and the day I discov- 
ered this weakness in the armor of the 
almighty male was the day I set out to 
play it for all it was worth—and it was 
worth plenty! 

It all began when I found myself 
stranded in a strange town. I was all 
alone and flat broke. It’s like having the 
ground suddenly pulled out from under 
your feet—only ten times worse for a 
showgirl in a small town. 

I had sashayed up to the theater just 
in time to see the big bus pull away 
and go lumbering down the street. | 
shouted and waved frantically at the 
rear of the bus, fast disappearing in a 
cloud of dust that almost blotted out the 
sign “Teddy Brown’s Varieties of °53.” 

I sat down on my suitcase right there 
on the sidewalk under the marquee and 
tried to catch my breath and gather my 
thoughts. Panic gripped me as the full 
realization of my predicament hit me. 
People turned to stare at me as | sat 
there. 

Some of them may have recognized 
me as the shapely chorine, second from 
the end, who had danced with such aban- 
don for them the night before; others 
were no doubt wondering about my bi- 
zarre costume—a gold blouse, black vel- 
vet pedalpushers and spiked-heel san- 
dals. But I ignored their questioning 
glances. I was too busy trying to figure 
out how I could have messed up so 
badly. 

The janitor came out of the theater 
and began taking down the posters ad- 


vertising our show. He saw me glancing 
at my watch and chuckled. 

“A little late, aren’t you, Miss?” 

“What happened?” I asked him. “It’s 
only five to nine. Yet they pulled out 
without me.” 

“They were ready to go at eight- 
thirty.” he told me. “Then I heard Mr. 
Brown say he couldn’t wait any longer 
and they drove off.” 

“But | was told to be here at nine! 
Teddy himself —” 

But the janitor had already turned 
back to his work and there was no use 
in further speculation. I realized now 
what had happened and why. Teddy had 
deliberately given me the wrong infor- 
mation. And all because of what had 
happened backstage the night before. 
What a cheap trick! 

I picked up my bag and slowly walked 
across the street to the Curtain Call bar, 
the place where all the show people 
spent their time between shows. So early 
in the day, and with the troupe headed 
out of town, the bar was deserted. I 
slumped into one of the empty booths 
and fought back tears of anger and frus- 
tration. 

It was just before the final show last 
night when Teddy, the producer and star 
of the show, called me into his dressing 
room. I went somewhat reluctantly be- 
cause all during the tour he had been 
making passes at me, hinting darkly that 
it would be smart of me to be nice to 
him. 

Apparently he assumed that any girl 
would be thrilled at the slightest attention 
from a big star such as he. I had been 
able to put him off so far without mak- 
ing him angry, but knowing his reputa- 
tion I didn’t kid myself that he would 
give up easily. 

My worst fears were realized when I 
walked into Teddy’s dressing room and 


saw him lounging on the sofa, that was 
required equipment in any dressing 
room occupied by the famous Teddy 
Brown. 

“You sent for me, Mr. Brown?” | 
shifted uncomfortably from one foot to 
the other, waiting for him to speak. 

Naked desire glinted in his narrowed 
eyes as he let his gaze roam over me. 
My brief dancing costume seemed to 
shrivel under his burning stare and a 
hot flush of shame spread through me. 

“Find yourself a glass and help your- 
self, baby,” he said, nodding toward the 
fifth of Scotch standing on his dressing 
table. 

I pressed my lips together and shook 
my head. 

“Well, at least you can sit down and 
be sociable,” he said irritably. 

“Thanks just the same,” I told him 
firmly. “Vl stand.” 

Anger flared in his eyes and he swung 
his to the floor. “You’re a good hoofer, 
Jo, but don’t ever get the idea you can’t 
be replaced! There are dozens of chicks 
who'd give plenty to fill your spot out 
there on the stage.” 

I gazed at him haughtily. He was a 
handsome man, despite a slight paunchi- 
ness around the middle and the marks of 
fast living on his face. Actually, he was 
no better or no worse than other men 
I’d met during my brief career. He was 
attractive to women, and he knew it. I 
guess that was why I disliked him so 
intensely. 

“I’m not worried about somebody 
filling my spot,” I told him. “Not as 
long as I’ve got a contract and pay my 
union dues!” I turned to the door. “You 
can tell me what to do out on the stage, 
Teddy Brown, but not here in your pri- 
vate dressing room.” 

“Wait, Jo!” He got to his feet and 
“Dammit! I don’t 
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came over to me. 














Is 


what it is you’ve got, but—” He 


ed a sigh and looked truly sorry. 


sorry. I didn’t mean any harm.” 
just don’t like for people to take 
tage of me,” I said evenly. 

took my hand. “But I want to 
ou, Jo. Yet, every time we get 
two feet of each other, the sparks 
1 get a chip on your shoulder—” 
| you start making passes,” I add- 
itedly. 

lon’t want to fight with you,” he 


2 pleading note in his voice. “You 


can have anything you want—any- 
thing.” 

I smiled and shook my head. 

A sound of exasperation escaped his 
lips. “I never met a woman like you 
before!” 

“What you mean is, all the others 
say ‘yes’ and I say ‘no’.” 

Suddenly he pulled me to him. “I 
want you, Jo!” he said fiercely, his lips 
hot and moist on my neck and shoulders. 
I struggled, but it only seemed to excite 
him more. 


UST THEN, there was a light rap on 
the door and someone walked in. The 


interruption gave me my chance to break 


away from Teddy’s grasp and I fell for- 
ward on the cot. Teddy stood there, 
breathing heavily, his face contorted 
with frustrated rage. Then he swung 
around to face the intruder. 

He was a tall, immaculately dressed 
man, apparently a friend of Teddy’s 
because the producer bit off the angry 
(Continued on Page 56) 
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It was not until she found Reed paying attention to another 
woman that Ethel realized that there are more ways to please 
a husband than those which she had tried. 


Y MOTHER was one of those sweet, 
angelic women; never loud or 
cross or seemingly upset by anything. 
Mama’s whole life was wrapped up in 
cooking good meals, keeping a spotlessly 
clean house and catering to the comforts 
of her family. Her world revolved 
around Dad and she seemed perfectly 
happy and content. 
When I married Reed Douglas I pat- 
terned myself after Mama. I made up 
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my mind I would be the perfect wife. Lit- 
tle did 1 dream that this would be the 
reason my “perfect” marriage would 
eventually crack at the seams and very 
nearly cost me the love of the man I was 
trying so hard to please. 

Meeting Reed was the most exciting 
thing that had ever happened to me. I 
was a member of the choir at the church 
my parents had attended for years, and 
while I didn’t consider myself an accom- 
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Trying to be the perfect wife had occupied so much of Ethel’s time that she had 


failed to observe that perfection sometimes is more of a liability than an asset. 


plished singer, I was one of the soloists 
in the Easter cantata we were presenting. 

The final rehearsal proceeded as work- 
men put in overtime to get the church 
ready in time for Easter Sunday. Then 
the director had- the soloists remain for 
another hour or so after the others had 
left and it was almost midnight when he 
finally was satisfied with the results. 

Then came the problem of seeing that 
the women got safely home. Because I 
lived on the other side of town, everyone 
had a ride home or company on the way 
except me. 

‘} think one of the electricians goes 
your way, Ethel,” Mr. Robbins, the di- 
rector said to me after all the others had 
been taken care of. “I’ll speak to him. 
Maybe he’ll give you a lift.” 

| had seen a couple of men checking 
the lights in the auditorium but hadn’t 
paid much attention to them as I was 
concentrating on a difficult soprano aria. 
lt turned out to be the younger of the 
two who was driving in the direction of 
ny house, and without his soiled blue 
overalls he looked as clean and neat as 
any one of the fellows in the choir. He 
was rather tall and terribly goodlooking, 
| thought, as Mr. Robbins introduced us. 

“Pll be glad to give you a lift, Miss 
Martin,” he said. He had a direct, force- 
ful way of talking that I liked. “I'll be 
ready to leave as soon as I get my tools 
together.” 

\ short time later I was seated beside 
him in his small coupe. 

You’re awfully quiet,” he said after 
we'd ridden a few blocks, “and that’s un- 
usual—for a woman. I guess maybe 
you’re tired after all that practicing.” 

No, I’m not tired,” I said quickly. 
“T love to sing.” 

And you do it very well,” he said 
with a grin. “I almost hooked up a cir- 
cuit backwards listening to those high 
notes of yours!” 

“Let’s hope a fuse doesn’t blow out 
when the lights are turned on Sunday 

iorning,” I said lightly. 

He laughed at that. “A sense of hu- 
mor, too! That’s har to find in someone 
as quiet as you. I like it.” 


0) 


When he dropped me in front of my 
house he said, “Well, good luck on your 
program Sunday. I know you'll knock 
’em off their seats.” 

“Oh? You’re not going to be there?” 
I asked, somewhat disappointed. 

Reed laughed again. “I thought you’d 
noticed by now. I’m not exactly the 
church-going type.” 

I held out my hand. “Well, thanks for 
the ride, anyway.” 

“Any time for you,” he said, holding 
my hand a long, breathtaking moment. 
“It was a pleasure.” 

Reed was at the Easter morning serv- 
ice. I recall how my heart skipped a beat 
when I saw his handsome face smiling up 
at me from a pew near the back. I no- 
ticed how his eyes never left my face 
when I stepped forward for my solo, and 
all through the singing I kept wondering 
whether I’d get a chance to see him after- 
wards, 

It was the first time he had ever at- 
tended our church service, so I knew it 
must have been the result of our conver- 
sation. Yet, I didn’t dare hope that be- 
cause I wanted to see him again, he felt 
the same way. At the end of the service 
the pastor called attention to the new 
lights and announced that Mr. Reed 
Douglas, the man who had installed 
them, was in the audience. 

I saw Reed squirming in his seat and 
he sort of ducked his head, but the 
preacher made him stand up so the con- 
gregation could see him. Reed was em- 
barrassed, but it gave me a nice feeling 
inside. 

Reed’s car was parked outside the 
church so I went over to say hello. 

“Can I give you a lift?” he smiled. 
“Or is it just on certain days that you’re 
stranded?” 

“Well, I’m not exactly stranded,” I re- 
plied. “I usually go home with my par- 
ents, but if a celebrity like you asked 
me—” 

“I hope you don’t think I came today 
just to get introduced by the preacher,” 
he said with a wry smile. “It was just 
another job to me. I wasn’t looking for 
any free publicity.” 


“Why did you come today, then?” | 
asked as he opened the car door for me, 

“To see you again.” When I didn’t 
make any comment, he said, “Well, have- 
n’t you got anything to say?” 

“I’m glad—of course,” I answered 
quietly. 

He turned and stared at me. “You're 
the darndest girl I ever met!” he ex- 
claimed. “I can’t figure you out.” 

“I’m sorry if I said the wrong thing.” 

“Don’t get me wrong,” he added 
quickly. “It wasn’t wrong. But—vwell, 
most girls would have given me an argu- 
ment and I’d have to keep telling them 
over and over that I really did come just 
to see them.” 

“But you said that was the reason,” | 
countered. 

“Sure it was, only—gosh, you’re so 
agreeable! Suppose I’d said the moon is 
green? Then what?” 

I shrugged and studied the tips of my 
gloved fingers. “I couldn’t argue about 
it,” I said slowly. “Maybe you’re color 
blind.” 

He stared at me a moment, then burst 
into a roar of laughter. “What a girl! 
Ethel, I’m beginning to think I’m going 
to see a lot of you,” he said confidently. 

He did, too. We began to date regu- 
larly and just being with Reed was 
enough for me. He introduced me to a 
new circle of friends and though it was 
hard at first, I learned to have fun their 
way. 

I was not the athletic type, but | 
learned to bowl because Reed was so 
good at the game. Mama and Dad had 
never allowed card playing at home, but 
since bridge and poker and whist were 
Reed’s favorite pastimes, I soon became 
good enough to win his praise. 

Sometimes he didn’t feel like going 
out, especially if he had a problem on 
some tough job he was working on. Elec- 
tricity was a mystery to me, but I'd sit 
and listen while Reed talked about what 
was puzzling him. It pleased me when 
he was able to figure out a solution that 
way. 

“I don’t see how you can stand it,” he 
said one night when he called off a movie 
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date. “Most girls would have taken my 
head off for standing them up.” 

“Maybe it’s because I’m interested in 
anything that concerns you, Reed.” 

He cupped my chin in his hand and 
smiled into my eyes. “You’re such a 
good listener,” he said earnestly. “I can 
relax when I’m around you.” 

“Is that the only reason you come 
around?” I asked coyly. 

“Haven't you heard? I’m in love with 


” 


you. 
“Then that makes it perfect,” I said 
happily. “You see, darling, I love you 


” 


too. 
“Maybe we ought to do something 
about it.” He caught me in his arms and 
kissed me lightly. “Tomorrow, for in- 
stance.” 
He kissed me again, this time with 
searching lips that sent a tingle all 
through me and set my heart pounding 
with rapture. 
“Any time you say, darling,” I 
breathed, when he finally released me. 


[' TURNED out that Reed actually 

meant that we’d get married the next 
day. When he showed up the next after- 
noon with the marriage license in his 
hand, I was struck dumb. 

“Reed, honey! People don’t just jump 
up and get married in 24 hours!” I 
gasped. 

“What people are you talking about?” 
he grinned, taking me in his arms and 
smothering my protests with kisses. 
“You climb into your best dress and 
we'll do the thing. But make it snappy. 
I closed the shop in honor of the occa- 
sion.” 

I tried to reason with him. “But, 
darling—a girl is entitled to a church 
wedding, with all the trimmings and—” 

“You can have all that with your next 
husband,” he teased. “I’ll take you just 
as you are.” 

In the end, Reed had his way. I was 
deeply disappointed but the ceremony at 
City Hall made me just as surely his wife 
as a big wedding with a dozen bride’s 
maids. And when Reed made love to 
me, nothing in the world mattered except 
making him happy. 

We got a place of our own, but it was 
never really furnished the way I had 
always planned my home would be. 
Reed had an old smoking stand and 
































some other old pieces that didn’t fit in 
anywhere, yet he refused to part with 
them. We did a lot of entertaining at 
home, not regular parties, but informal 
affairs where a bunch would drop in un- 
announced and start things going. 

It took me a while to get used to them 
because I’d usually have to drop what- 
ever I was doing and put out beer and 
fix sandwiches for the crowd. It’s hard 
to be a hostess without any warning, but 
eventually I learned to let the visitors 
shift for themselves, just making sure 
that the dance records were handy and 
the card table and chairs all set up. 

Jim, Reed’s closest friend, brought 
around a new companion one night, a 
tall, nice looking girl named Lou. She 
had her own ideas about men and her 
contempt for them showed plainly in her 
dark gleaming eyes. She and Reed struck 
sparks the very first night she came to 
the house. 

I was in the kitchen refilling the beer 
glasses when I heard her sharp voice. 

“You’ve got to show me, mister!” she 
declared. “The dumbest woman in the 


















world can outsmart any two men you 
can name!” 

“Jim, you’d better put this woman 
hep!” Reed laughed derisively. “Listen, 
Lou, you talk too much—even for a 
woman!” 

“Don’t change the subject!” Lou 
shouted. “You made a statement and 
I’m daring you to prove it.” 

The argument went on and on, back 
and forth, sometimes so loudly and with 
such bitterness I got a little worried. I 
was afraid that any minute the neighbors 
would call the police to restore order. 

But when it was time for them to go, 
Reed smiled and shook hands with Lou. 
“You didn’t change my mind, but I sure 
got a bang out of talking with you. 
Make Jim bring you around again soon,” 
he invited. 

“That Lou is sure a scrapper!” he 
said admiringly as we prepared for bed 
that night. “I'll bet she gives Jim a hard 
way to go. A guy like that can’t handle 
a woman like her.” 

“The way (Continued on Page 48) 
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Barbara Velasco, pert and petite featured dancer, who makes it a practice never to say “‘no”’ 


when she can say “‘yes,”’ tells how she arrived at her decision and some of the exciting things 






that have happened since she made it. 







BY BARBARA VELASCO 







“y= ”_THAT little three-letter word has probably caused more 
trouble than any other in the dictionary. Ever since Eve said 
it to the serpent in the Garden of Eden, women who dare to say 
“yes” have been regarded with raised eyebrows by people who are 
by nature more cautious. They look with suspicion on a girl who 
: says “yes” too easily. 
a Yet, I have made it a practice never to say “no” when I can 
am say “yes.” 
a i Sometimes it works out beautifully, as when producer Larry Steele 
offered me a job in his show and I became a professional dancer. 
Other times it leads to complications, like the time a wealthy 
admirer sent me to Paris for singing and dancing lessons, then 
4 unexpectedly revealed an interest in more than just my career. 
> And, again, it may turn out all wrong, as was the case when I got 
married to my teen-aged sweetheart before either one of us was 
ready for such an important step. 
But as the old saying goes, “Nothing ventured, nothing gained,” 
Ihave found that there is more zest and excitement in life when one 
accepts the challenge of new experience. 
Of course, there are some things a girl never says “‘yes” to; there 
































are some situations that call for a firm refusal. When her reputation 
is at stake, for instance; when an easy “yes” might ruin her career; 
< or when her personal happiness is involved. Discretion is a virtue 
in anyone—male or female. 

I think my eagerness to accept the challenge to attempt something 
new or grasp a fleeting opportunity is due to the fact that when 
other people spoke for me, they were always saying “no.” First, my 
mother and later on, my husband. Both felt that show business 
was not for me and, therefore, I had to sit meekly by and watch 
golden opportunities fly out the window. 

My mother, a deeply religious woman, refused to take the advice 
of talent scouts from Paramount studios and the Ballet Russe, and 
turned down contracts both had offered me as a child performer. 

My husband also was determined to keep me away from the stage. 
His unreasonable objections to my dancing, which had already won 
critical acclaim, was one of the things that contributed to the breakup 
of our marriage. 

Now that I am on my own, I speak for myself and whenever a 
new idea is presented to me I give it careful thought before making 
up my mind. And when I finally give an answer, I stick by it. 

It was in St. Louis a couple of years ago that I learned how foolish 
it is to glibly toss off an answer to an important question. I was 
| offered the break I had dreamed of since I began taking dancing 
lessons at the age of seven, yet I turned it down. However, there was 
“treason why I said “no” when in my heart I really wanted to 
say “yes.” 

_ My marriage had just recently broken up and to get away from 
all, I left California and visited relatives in New York. After a 
weeks in the East, I headed back toward the Coast, still not 



























Shapely dancer, whose ability matches her 
pletely recovered from the emotional strain of losing all my good looks had first marriage ruined be- 


scent romantic notions of wedded bliss. cause husband did not want her to dance. 
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me out almost nightly, always where practically tongue-tied. But I hadn} 
there were lots of people having fun, learned to say “yes” yet. 

ee 89 ee =itrying to help me forget. She worked so “Thanks for the compliment, M.— te 
7 could easily hard at it and was so concerned over Steele,” I said, “and I appreciate you 
my welfare that I couldn’t help coming offer, but—well, I’m afraid I can} 
out of the shell I had built around me _ take it.” 
during those heart-breaking days when Larry didn’t press the point righ teacl 
my marriage tottered on the brink of then, but 1 was soon to learn that he wife 
ruin. doesn’t give up that easily. When weg °# 

On one of the occasions when she got home, my sister tried to show me on t 
made me accompany her, even though that I had made a mistake, but | re. SI 
I would have preferred remaining quiet- fused to reconsider. Two or three days and 
ly at home, I met Larry Steele. I had later, I discovered why Larry had no ewe 
heard and read quite a bit about the tried to argue me into taking the job, hit ‘ 
man who had won a reputation for pro- He let someone else do it for him! closi 
ducing some of the finest shows staged, He sent the Fontaine Brothers over § 8 

My sister Maria was living in St. and I was pleasantly surprised when he to talk to me and the two of them tog P™ 
Louis at the time and I decided to stop expressed interest in the dancing I had _ gether finally wore down my resistance, Bros 
»ver and spend some time with her. She done. When I finally agreed, | realized thep 
was surprised and delighted to see me, It happened that Larry was lining up that I had really wanted to say “yes” 
but one look at my face told her how _ talent for a new show which would have all along. I am glad now that Lany 
inhappy I was. its opening in Atlantic City. didn’t take my “no” as final. 

“Barbara,” she said, launching into “How would you like to join the I think that very often people fas 
1 blunt woman-to-woman lecture, “some- show?” he asked me. up what might be the chance of a life 
thing’s got to be done about you, and I stared at Maria, then back to Larry time simply because they’ve acquired 

intend to do it! Oh, I know you've _ to see if he were serious. the “no” habit. They doubt their ow, 

ad a rough time, but don’t you see, “I mean it,” he went on. “From what ability, or they’ve had their self-conk 0 
larling, the world hasn’t come to an_ I’ve heard of your experience out there dence undermined by the interference of a 
end. Life goes on. And I intend for you on the Coast, I’m sure you’d have no well-meaning outsiders, or they comma” 

» enjoy it—at least, while you’re here trouble picking up the routines.” centrate on what might go wrong f 
vith me!” Maria nudged me. Here was oppor- stead of keeping in mind the possibility 


Maria meant what she said. She took tunity knocking and | was sitting there of success. 
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ruin a girl’s career, Barbara 


readily admits, adding con- 


versely that “nothing ven- 





tured, nothing gained.” 


When producer Larry Steele was lining up talent for a new show, Barbara was one of the first girls interviewed, had no tro ble 
in breaking into the chorus line. An apt pupil, she soon graduated to specialty. She has studied voice and ballet in Paris. 





There was a lot to learn, I discovered 
after joining Larry Steele’s show. The 
dancing | had done before was ballet 
and folk, more in the classical vein. But 
| found the entire troupe to be willing 
teachers, especially Joe Noble. Larry’s 
wife, Nana, proved to be a wonderful 
coach and it was she who broke me in 
on the chorus line. 

Show business was just as exciting 
and glamorous as I had always dreamed 
it would be. The show was a tremendous 
hit and we played many places after 
closing at Atlantic City. One of the big- 
gest thrills of my life was when we 
opened the Sugar Hill night club on 
Broadway, that world-famed street of 
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With Conrad Pringle, dancing star and ballet instructor for Steele chorus, Barbara 
takes time out for backstage chat between shows at Chicago’s Regal Theatre. 


Makeup is important, whether for stage or 
street, and Barbara is no exception when 
it comes to making neat appearance. 
dreams that symbolizes the “bigtime” 
for chorine, shake dancer and dramatic 


star alike. 


= AAD BEEN with Larry Steele for 
two years when opportunity knocked 
again. We were playing Chicago and a 
man who had seen me dance night after 
night, finally arranged an introduction. 
A short time after meeting me, he pre- 
sented a plan, very business-like and 
quite attractive. 
Let me say right here that a dancer’s 
hardest job is not balancing on her toes, 
but keeping her balance otherwise. After 
two years in show business, I had heard 
sand seen enough to know that half the 
len who make propositions are in no ‘ << nes ee 
PSition to make good their glittering "=——™ ‘ SES 
i promises, and the other half have no in- 4// work and no play makes Jill a dull girl, so Barbara takes time out with Valerie 
i ation of do- (Continued on Page 61) Follins to help Roy (Little Jazz) Eldridge, trumpet star, celebrate birthday. 
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That note she found in Steve’s pocket was flimsy evidence 
of his infidelity, Cora admitted, but how was she to distin- 
guish between professional and social advice? 


HERE’S NOTHING worse than jeal- 

ousy—nothing more wonderful than 
trusting love. I’ve known both—but be- 
cause of the green eyes of jealousy | 
almost destroyed my happy home. I 
hope my story will help other wives not 
to make the same mistake I did and 
destroy what happiness may be theirs— 
and, incidentally, destroy the happiness 
of other, innocent persons. 

My name is Cora Campbell—my hus- 
band is Steve Campbell, a successful 
young lawyer—handsome as they come, 
but areal man all the way. He was a 
great deal different from the man I al- 
most married—playboy Jack Dutton, 
with the bedroom eyes, voice, ways. 

I was rather crazy about both fellows 
at first. Most girls are that way when in 
high-school or in college. They can’t be 
sure, otherwise, just which fellow they 
should have married if they haven’t been 
out a bit with a few different ones. 

Well, at any rate, I decided that Steve 
was the man for me. 

“Cora,” I said to myself, “Jack’s the 
playboy type—an artist, and going to be 
a doctor. He’ll always have to do with 
other women; you'll never feel perfectly 
safe about him. Now with Steve, it'll be 
different—a steady and dignified lawyer 
type; when you’ve got him for a hus- 
band you won’t have to worry about him 
being alone with other women all the 
time.” , 

So I picked Steve, although I let him 
rather think he’d picked and won me 
away from Jack. He was right proud 
| about that and at the same time I some- 
| times wondered whether he wasn’t a bit 
| jealous, even though he’d won me. 

At any rate, I figured that Steve was 
| the honest, steady type when I married 
| him instead of Jack. That was why I 
picked him, not because I was all the 


more in love with him. Instead of com- 
mon sense flying out of the window when 
love came in at the door, I kept my 
senses about me. 

So we were married, and the years 
went by—and we had one child, Ronda, 
a beautiful little girl. But somehow, I 
never seemed to find time to be the pal 
i should be to the little girl. There were 
my card club parties, and | enjoyed put- 
tering about the house. I wasn’t too 
much of a cook so I was thankful that 
we had a cook and maid. 

Oh, Steve provided well for me. We 
had a lovely home and he was making 
good money but he wasn’t at home too 
much. At first I rather missed him but 
thought little of it. After all, a lawyer 
has to be on the go a lot. Then, later 
on, | began to wonder—as the green 
eyes of jealousy began to torture me; 
were Steve’s business trips all actually 


business ? 


“Nonsense! Don’t be a silly, jealous 
fool!” I said to myself. “You’re just 
imagining things!” 

But I couldn’t help it, I was left alone 
so much. I began telling myself that 
perhaps I should have married Jack 
after all. He always went places, but 
he’d have been taking me along a lot, 
too. I was lonely and miserable. 

And finally things came to a head. 
One day I found a letter in my husband’s 
sport jacket, a letter from “Celest’s Per- 
fume Shop.” I could hardly believe my 
eyes at first; my heart sank. Suddenly, 
it seemed as though all the world were 
empty and bleak for me and then I saw 
red. 
couldn’t be—but it was! 

I read the letter. 
other than this creature, “Celest.” 


green and I was furious! It 


It was from none 


“Arrangements are all right! I have 
covered up here. We must be discreet! 
Will go with you to New York Friday.” 

And it was signed, “Celest.” 

I suddenly felt very sick, a green sick- 
ness. Each breath was shorter until I 


felt suffocated. I wanted to scream, a 


defiant scream. The letter was alive, 
leering at me, laughing at me. 

“Steve, Celest!”” Who was she? What 
did the letter mean? It could mean only 
one thing, naturally! My screeching 
voice cackled in my brain. The piercing 
realization had come to me that Steve 
wasn’t true to me—no longer loved me. 
It was as real as the burning, salty, bitter 
tears. 

I was glad that Ronda was with Aunt . 
Mandy. Steve would be home in an 
hour and | would have a showdown with 
him. He couldn’t do this to me and get 
by with it. 

My reflection in the mirror shocked 
and mocked me and I splashed cold 
water in my face to soothe my swollen 
eyes. 

What was Celest like? Olive or satiny 
brown? I'd go to see her, yes, that was 
it! Perhaps I was wrong. I hoped so, 
but I knew I wasn’t. I must try to look 
pretty, alluring this evening, with per- 
fume behind my ears. Steve always liked 
a spicy scent. I realized that he hadn’t 
remarked about my perfume lately and 
I had changed odors. Celest again and 
her perfume; that was it. I had to see 
her tomorrow! 

“Anybody home?” Steve’s big voice 
reached out like a pronged hook to jerk 
me upright; he was early. Suddenly, I 
told myself that I mustn’t create a scene. 
Steve hated scenes. I mustn’t accuse him 
after all, not until I had proof. I must 
cover up my true feelings. I pushed the 
hair back off my forehead and went 
downstairs to meet him. 

My husband’s kiss was quick and busi- 
ness-like. “Where’s Ronda? She’s so 
quiet there must be mischief under foot.” 
I followed Steve toward the bathroom 
and watched him place a new blade in 
the razor. 

“Ronda is with Aunt Mandy, spent the 
day with her,” I said strainedly. 
“Mandy cooks waffles and tells fairy 
stories.” I shrugged at the thought of 
waffles. Steve spread lather over his face 
without commenting. 

“Steve, we—we don’t have very much 
time together, alone—” I began. “I 
thought, maybe a show, dinner out to- 


night—we (Continued on Page 53) 











664 NCE THERE lived a fool . . .” 

It’s the velvet tone of singer 
Jimmy Grissom coming over the radio, 
It’s the satin-smooth music of maestro 
Ellington backing it up. 

“... And that fool was me.” 

| hadn’t been listening to the radio 
music particularly. It is just the pleasant 
background to my pre-occupation as | 
sit here at my desk, turning out my col- 
umn for the EXPRESS. 

Now, every thought I had about the 
column is gone. The half-filled typewrit- 
ten sheet in front of me is just there. 
| lean back in my chair, drawing 


SEX 


thoughtfully on my cigarette and think 
about a fool—me. 

Most people who write confession 
stories have reached some scrt of solu- 
tion about their problems. I wish I could 
fit into that category but I’d be lying if 
I said I did. 

I'd be lying if I said that I am no 
longer in love with Donna; lying if I pre- 
tended that the destroying, consuming 
passion which has been a fever in my 
brain for five years has disappeared. 

Oh, it’s true that it’s all over with 
Donna and me. Only it hurts to realize 
that some people love and learn and that 
others like me—just love. For, even 


though my common sense tells me how 
hopeless our affair was right from the 
start, I still find myself remembering, 


yearning, remembering. . . . 

I met her in Miami—gay, colorful Mi- 
ami, a city created for the heat of love 
at first sight, passionate romance and 
tempestuous affairs. It was my first big 
assignment for the EXPRESS which 
took me to this Southland paradise. 
\lighting from my plane, I gasped with 
sheer delight at the panoramic gorgeous- 
ness of the rainbow-colored sky, the 
great trees, the brilliant, sun-bathed 
beauty of it all. 

I was there to do a series on the Negro 
show business attractions which had in- 
vaded the many formerly lily-white spots 
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in town. I was looking forward to a 
thrilling mixture of hard work and hard 
play and the beautiful setting which 
greeted my eyes at the beginning of my 
visit encouraged me tremendously. 

A cab swept me to the Mary Elizabeth 
Hotel on a quaint little street. To my 
eyes, all the streets were quaint, twisting 
inl narrow or handsomely proud and 
broad. My eyes sparkled as | caught here 
and there intriguing glimpses of provoc- 
atively-dressed Spanish girls, their slim 
hips swaying, their full, red lips parted 
in laughter, their pretty faces alive with 
animation. 

“This is going to be great,” I felt. 





I'd forgotten completely about Marge. 
Marge was my fiancee back in St. Louis. 
Marge and | were saving money to get 
married. We had it all planned. Some 
day we were going to have enough to 
move to New York, live in one of the 
suburbs, have a fine home, raise a nice 
family. 

But, after all, a man’s entitled to a lit- 
tle fun before he settles down. At least, 
that’s the way I felt and this Miami trip, 
these fetching Spanish girls—this would 
be it. 

At the hotel, I paid off the driver, 
cheerfully unmindful of the fact (which 
I later discovered) that he had taken me 
for an extended sightseeing tour to jack 
up the bill. What I wanted immediately 
was a drink, a cold shower and a couple 


Try as he m 
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of hours of sleep. I was tired out from 
working so late the night before, getting 
my column and a couple of stories into 
shape so I could leave with a clean slate. 

I was pleased with my room. It was 
big and bright and clean. There were 
large glass windows which opened up 
door-fashion. I could step out on a small 
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balcony and see the sights below. I 
tossed the bellboy some coins and told 
him to bring me some ice. 

I reached into my bag and brought 
out a flask of bourbon. One drink before 
and one after my refreshing shower. I 
was living. | went to sleep between cool 
sheets and dreamed that three wonderful 
Miami charmers were having a hair-pull- 
ing contest over me while I made ardent 
love to a fourth. 

Refreshed and set for good times, I 
awoke four hours later. It was early twi- 
light. I dressed and went downstairs to 
order dinner in the Zebra Room, a fas- 
cinating combination lounge and dining 


room with a beautiful bar in the center 
of the room. It was the height of the 
basketball training season. 1 recognized 
a couple of famous bailplayers, a noted 
tennis champion and a large contingent 
of the sporting crowd from New York, 
Los Angeles and Chicago. 

A number of these people caught sight 
of me, came over to my table to welcome 
me and indulge in small talk. From them, 
I found out the score about Miami. 

They told me about the various spots 
where the best entertainment could be 
had, how a great deal of sport was to be 
found on the beach. But, the majority 
of them revealed, the ballingest place of 
all was right here in the Zebra Room any 
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time between the hours of four and five 
—when the show people got off from 
the various spots—and early in the 
morning. 

“But,” I objected, “what’s the future 
in hanging around the hotel? I can see 
all the people in show business anywhere 
at any time. What I’m in the market for 
is some sweet Spanish sugar.” 


They laughed at that. 
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“Go for yourself, kid,” they told me. 
“The town’s wide open.” 

I went for myself. Me, I don’t like to 
travel in groups when I’m on the scent. 
So I rejected several offers to join par- 
ties going here and there. Instead, about 
nine o’clock, | set off on a casual stroll 
about town. There was a carnival atmos- 
phere about the place which boosted my 
good spirits even higher. I stopped in 
several spots, ordered bourbon and kept 
a weather eye open for anything inter- 
esting which might happen along. 

In a little club on Second Avenue, | 
found just what I was looking for—a 
ravishingly beautiful Spanish girl who 


WAS MY DOWNFALL 


was out all by herself and looking for a 
good time. She was sitting across from 
me idly playing with a drink in a long- 
stemmed glass. I sent her a couple of in- 
viting looks and another drink. She beck- 
oned for me to come over and join her. 
I didn’t need a second invitation. 

My new friend’s name was Carmelita. 
We didn’t do too well in the language 
department for her English was broken 
and limited and my Spanish was just 
about nil. But there’s an international 
understanding which makes it possible 
for a guy and a girl of any country to let 
each other know what’s happening. So 
Carmelita and I got along famously. 
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drinking steadily and whispering to 
each other—whispering words of prom- 
ise about greater pleasures to come. 
Both of us were feeling pretty happy 
when it was time for the club to close. 
By now, Carmelita and I had established 
a real terrific communication with each 
other which was almost as good as 
speech. I got her to understand that | 
would appreciate her spending the rest 
of the night (Continued on Page 71) 
29 
































MY HUSBAND IS A KING 


No one could possibly know the real Nat (King) Cole as well as his wife, Marie, who in 


this story, provides intimate glimpses of the man that his fans have never seen. 


BY MARIE COLE 

















N MY HUSBAND, Nat Cole, the title 
“King” fits becomingly well. Nick- 
name though it be, it still appropriately 
describes the sweep of the man. He car- 
ries himself like a king but with a 
princely air that has charm and strong 
appeal. No monarch ever wore his 
crown more graciously than my Nat. 
I am honored to be married to royalty. 
Everyone knows that Nat is ranked 
as a royal figure in jazz circles because 
of his smooth singing and piano play- 
ing which have endeared him to people 
all over the world through his many 


recording hits. But for another reason 
he is also royal. That is, he is truly a 
wonderful guy. Gentle, kind-hearted and 
possessed with one of the sweetest dis- 
positions in the world, he makes an ideal 
mate. I feel lucky. Right now, I’ve been 
married to Nat about five years and all 
of them have been happy ones for me. 
He made them that way, being always 
affectionate and understanding. 

Nat treats me as though I were roy- 
alty. And sometimes I strive to live up 
to it all. There was, for instance, the 
time early in our marriage when I used 


but they are wrong. Everything I say 
here about Nat is the truth. 

Nat is as near to being unselfish as 
any person I’ve ever met. He allows me 
to handle his financial affairs on the 
road. We discuss his bookings and pub- 
licity and some of the time he accepts 
my advice at full value. I also find that 
he wants me to help him with all his 
other problems. And I do, except when 
it comes to his music. That’s his own 
special domain, I feel, and I never en- 
croach on it. 


I have tried 


to make my husband 


the Rev. Adam Clayton Powell, Jr., in New York’s Abyssinian Baptist Church, on Easter Sunday in 1948. Wedding cost $17,000. 


to make a habit of wearing a tiara on 
my head at all of Nat’s openings in 
night clubs. The practice got to be well 
known around the show business crowd 
and people started calling me “Nat’s 
Queen.” 

I got a big kick out of that for awhile 
and | think Nat did too. But presently, 
1 have another nickname I’d rather be 
called by. It’s “Skeez,” the tag Nat gave 
me. I like it because it’s so typical of 
Nat. 

My life with Nat has never been dull. 
Beginning from the time we first met, I 
have consistently found fun and excite- 
ment in the company of my husband. 
Nat’s being a celebrity has had some- 
thing to do with it but I’m now con- 
vinced that he would be a stimulating 
companion without the “note.” 

People who read this article might 


think it is just some more magazine talk, 


aware of expenditures and the need for 
sound accounting. I just hope I’ve done 
nearly as much as he says that I have. 
As I once told him, “Whenever you 
need me, darling, I'll be there.” It is 
the one way I can let him know how 
much satisfaction he has brought me 
through our marriage. 

My happiness with Nat was made pos- 
sible by Eddie (Rochester) Anderson, 
a great entertainer. He it was who first 
introduced us to each other one night 
in 1946 in New York’s old Club Zanzi- 
bar where we both were appearing in 
the show. He acted as Cupid for us too. 
Now, Nat and I jokingly refer to 
Rochester as the “instigator” of the 
whole thing. 

Before I was introduced to Nat, he 
represented nothing more to me than an 
accomplished musician who fully de- 
served all the wide acclaim and glory 
that he was then receiving from multi- 
tudes for his inimitable jazz stylings. 
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guy at heart, Cole is able to 
put spirit and sincerity into 
his music, with the result that 


every song he sings becomes 
a hit. 













St er - aS EM 





“is : Sy ee nae 
View of $85,000 home which the Coles purchased in the Hancock Park section of Los 
(ngeles. All of the interior decoration was done under Marie’s supervision. They spend 

at least five months of each year there and are always home at Christmas. 


I cannot even sincerely say I was a fan, 
having only two of his records. That 
was all changed, however, once | got 
to know him. 

I soon discovered that we both had 
deep interest in a couple of the same 
topics: baseball and the boxing career 
of Joe Louis. That made us close part- 
ners in conversation from then on. | 
never got tired of listening to Nat ex- 
plain the science of the diamond sport 
or the kayo power of the Brown Bomber. 

I got to know the real Nat Cole, a 
mild-mannered, sentimental guy who is 
as swell as they come. That gave me an 
understanding as to why he sings and 
plays piano with so much spirit and true 


Happy family group includes Carol (Cookie), 7, and Natalie (Sweetie), 3%. Cookie, feeling. I developed a sincere devotion 


ho was adopted by the Coles, is actually the daughter of Marie’s youngest sister who for Nat. 
died. Sweetie is already showing some of her father’s singing talent. Nat and I didn’t rush into romance. 


As I recall it now, we spent our first 

date at a race track watching the horses 

run. We said little to each other but he 

held my hands in his in a manner that | 
told me unmistakably how he felt about 

the whole thing. 

Our mutual interest in baseball started © 
us on regular dates. Together we made 
frequent trips to New York’s major 
league ball parks to watch our favorite 
teams in action. Nat is an avid rooter 
for the Brooklyn Dodgers. I’m a dyed- 
in-the-wool New York Giant fan. 

Because of common interests, we got 
to understand the ways of each other 
better. That was the beginning of our 
romance. Nat proved to be a prince of 
a fellow all through our courtship. 
Thoughtful and considerate, he made 


Cole, who singer affectionately calls “Skeez,” watches expectantly while famous 
sband samples some of her home cooking. Marie not only supervises running of 
household but also serves as his road manager, keeps close eye on budget. 


our dates happy and exciting experi- 
ences for me. We went to race tracks, 
rode hansoms through New York’s Cen- 
tral Park, even did some dancing which 
Nat actually detests. But, as he still re- 
minds me, that is what love does to a 
man. 

The day Nat proposed, he took me 
completely by surprise. We were sitting 
in a booth in New York’s beautiful 
Singapore Restaurant and | was eating 
with Nat his favorite dish—steak. Right 
in the middle of the meal, Nat put down 
his fork, turned to me and took both 
of my hands in his. “When I’m free,” 
he asked gently, “will you marry me?” 
I nodded but couldn’t speak through my 
emotions of happiness. 

Nat, having obtained an interlocutory 
divorce decree from his first wife in 
California in 1947, was a free man by 
1948. One week after his divorce became 
final, we were wed in Harlem’s Abyssin- 
ian Baptist Church by the famed min- 
ister, the Rev. Adam Clayton Powell, 
Jr. We had a beautiful wedding. Some 
of our close friends in show business 
who attended were Hazel Scott, Sarah 
Vaughan, Maxine Sullivan and the late 
Bill Robinson. It was a wedding long to 
be treasured by me. 

Nat and I took off shortly thereafter 
by plane for a honeymoon in Mexico. 
I felt like Cinderella with all the magic 
of that mythical Golden Slipper work- 
ing in my favor. Nothing like it had 
ever happened to me before. I shall 
never forget it. 

The honeymoon got us off to a fine 


Not only does Marie help her husband make many business de- 
cisions and help with his publicity, but she frequently lends a 
personal touch by helping him get ready to make stage appearance. 
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start as a married couple and brought 
luck to Nat commercially. During our 
stay in Mexico, Nat got a wire from 
Capitol Records, informing him that his 
recording of Nature Boy had become a 
“smash hit.” The wire came as a sort of 
surprise honeymoon gift to us. I was 
elated because it marked the turning 
point for him in the recording business. 
He was no longer just a “race artist” 
on record labels, but a Negro performer 
who had proved that he could sell 
strongly in the field. 

On our way back to the States from 
Mexico, Nat put his arm around me 
and whispered, “This is going to be it, 
Skeez.” He was right. Our marriage is 
a happy one. 

I was pursuing a career in show busi- 
ness as a singer when I first met Nat. 
But now I’m extremely happy that I gave 
it all up for a life of marriage. 

For the five years I’ve been married 
to Nat, I have found no serious fault 
with him. We had little misunderstand- 
ings during the early months but that 
is normal in any marriage. 

Nat and I live a pretty quiet family 
life. With a comfortable home in Los 
Angeles, we often retire to ourselves. | 
get to spend more time in the house 
than Nat does, since he is on the road 
playing engagements a great deal of the 
time. But he makes it a point to get 
home as frequently as he possibly can. 
We have an understanding that we will 
spend Christmas time at home, no mat- 
ter how large an offer is made him to 
play a date during that time. 
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T HOME, the children and I do as 

much as we can to make Nat feel 
like he is really king. I see that he has 
his favorite meals, furnish him with his 
choice of books and music, and I love 
every bit of it. Nat is one of the easiest 
persons in the world to please. 

I like to think that I’ve helped Nat. 
I know he has done a lot for me. The 
mutual respect that we have for each 
other has kept our marriage on a happy’ 
and sound basis. 

Nat has a unique way of hitting it 
off with people, no matter what their 
character. He makes friends everywhere. 
With the men in his musical group, he 
has inspired something of a family feel- 
ing among them. The fellows respect 
Nat not only for his musical ability but 
for his sincere engaging personality as 
well. 

Nat is well liked throughout the trade 
from artists to promoters. Recently, 
Ralph Marterie, the bandleader, paid 
Nat a compliment when he said: “Nat 
is the only man I know in show busi- 
ness who has no enemies.” Just recently 
when a San Francisco record reviewer 
wrote his comment on a new Capitol 
album by Nat, he stated that it was a 
“great album by one of the greatest guys 
in show business, not only musically but 
personally.” I thought that was a re- 
markable tribute to Nat. 

I’ve never had any doubts about my 
marriage to Nat but I think we perpetu- 
ated our ties the day we decided to have 
children. We now have two little girls: 
Carol (Cookie) , (Continued on Page 52) 


Backstage, Marie pays off help, taking burden off her husband 
and permitting him to concentrate more on his music. Cole, 
because of her, is no longer a soft touch for a sad story. 
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THE sense in going home? 

ie’s got your girl and gone. 

off! One, two! Sound off! Three, four!” 

if I'd never heard those words, the whole mess 
» been avoided. 

ard them almost every day of the life I spent in 
‘I heard them when we trooped into the upstate 
induction center, when we did close order drill at 
g station. when we sweated our way over sun- 
juisiana roads on interminable hikes. | heard them 
arracks in Southern England, in the barracks in 
rance. 

ou get a new allotment 

ets a new apartment. 

off! One. two! Sound off! Three, four!” 

cords became a haunting, ceaseless chant in my 
ey drilled at my mind like a dentist’s instrument 
ding at a nerve-racked tooth. 

Jodie! Jodie! 

‘s got your girl.” 

$ got my girl. My girl. Elizabeth. Only, Jodie 
my girl from me. | gave her to him, forced her 
-even though | loved her almost more than life 


Ke some sort of crazy puzzle. | know. But that’s 
happened. It all goes to show you what a deadly, 
& poison jealousy can be; how it can paralyze and 


My 
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kill real love, turn happiness into misery and take as much 
out of the person who lets it get him down as it takes out 
of the object of his jealousy. 

I can’t be logical and say I've always been a jealous per- 
son. Come to think of it, there was never very much for me 








| father’s death did not upset Junior as much as the 
cht that Liz was untrue, and each time his GI buddies 


' ted “Sound Off,” he could see her in Jodie’s arms. 


to be jealous about. ve always had everything | wanted and 
maybe that’s the reason why | acted like a spoiled two-year- 
old brat denied the right to smash the living room clock. 

I'm sure if Dad, good. dear Dad. had known the way Id 
turn out, he would have brought me up differently. But then, 
he can't be blamed, really. Just when he was enjoying hig 
greatest happiness—having a son born—he had to go through 
his most terrible tragedy—losing my mother—who wasn 
strong enough to weather the pains of childbirth. 

I imagine those were awfully dark days for I 
been so crazy about my mother. Many times bets ¢ 
to me that. for a brief, grief-crazed peri ated 
ing that if it hadn’t been for me. Prould still be his. 
That hatred didn’t last, however. In fact, it became translated 
into a love and affection which dwarfs the usual relationship 
between father and son. 

The older I grew. the more [ad saw in me characteristics 
which reminded him of Mom. Eventually. he developed a 
feeling that the best tribute he could pay to his dead wife 
was to make me the happiest }oy in the world. Believe me. 
he tried. 

Dad proved that you don't have to be rich or overwhelm- 
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“I want you, Elizabeth,” | whispered fiercely, hoarsely. “I want 
you, Liz. 1 want you for my very own. Here. Now.” 
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ngly successful in life in order to 
hieve a goal. His mind was made up 
that | was going to have the most expen- 
ive toys, the best available home, the 
most desirable schooling, good clothes, 
plenty of spending money and whatever 
else | even thought I wanted. 
He didn’t have a business of his own, 
| well-paying profession or even an un- 
ial job. Dad was a night guard at a 
wntown Brooklyn bank—had been 
here for more than ten years when Mom 
died. He was very well thought of on 
job. He just worked as steadily as a 
taxi meter, lived soberly, denied himself 
erything to give me the best. 
| don’t think I really appreciated my 
father’s devotion until Elizabetn made 
appreciate it. Liz was that kind of 
girl. She never missed a bet when it came 
giving people the credit they deserved. 
In fact, a perfect example of that qual- 
was demonstrated when we first met 
the time I beat her hands down in a 
unday School debating contest. Dad 
a deacon in Brooklyn’s leading Bap- 
t Church. More to please him than 
thing else, | had become very active 
the Sunday School and, when I was 
my first year of high school, I became 
youngest teacher in the church 
hool. 
In those days, Brooklyn’s Stuyvesant- 
Bedford section was a very class-con- 
us kind of place. The doctors’ sons 
| daughters, the schoolteachers’ sons 
| daughters—all had their own set. 
| would have never qualified to belong 
» one on the basis of Dad’s occupation. 
But there was one factor which allowed 
u to crash this exclusive coterie, re- 
rdless of your home background— 
nd that was good looks. 


Amsterdam News and whose mothers 
and fathers were the social and profes- 
sional leaders of the community. 

One thing that always griped me, how- 
ever, was that I didn’t attend the same 
church which most of my _ hoity-toity 
crowd attended. Often, I'd heard them 
speak of what a wonderfully fashion- 
able Protestant Episcopal Church they 
belonged to. Often I'd heard them sneer 
at what they called the “shouting Bap- 
tists.” 

I'd never wanted to take the risk of 
hurting Dad’s feelings by pulling out of 
our church to switch to the “four hun- 
dred’s” church. But the fact that I stayed 
with the Baptists didn’t make me like it 
any more or feel any less the longing 
to mingle with my society friends on 
Sundays. 

Inwardly, I had a very superior atti- 
tude about Dad’s (and my) church. Be- 
yond keeping a very pleasant attitude 
toward the people there, | didn’t bother 
too much. That’s why, at first, | wasn’t 
interested in the debate planned by the 
Sunday School teachers’ group—that is, 
until I noticed Elizabeth. 

The superintendent had asked all the 
teachers to remain after classes for a few 
minutes in order to make plans for the 
debate. The subject had something to do 
with the influence of the church on chil- 
dren as against the influence of the pub- 
lic school. Leaders of opposing sides 
were selected and it was then up to them 
to name members of their teams. | was 
very bored with the whole procedings 
and determined not to volunteer for a 
thing. 

But, a minute later, I wasn’t so bored. 
The leader of one of the teams called 
on one of the teachers—a Miss Hill—- 


Ti took a big shock to restore Junior’s faith in Liz, but 
€ven then, he wasn’t quite sure whether he was ready to 


return to her and claim her as his bride. 





While I don’t actually think myself 
iceited, I’ve always known that I pos- 
ssed a bold handsomeness which at- 
tracted girls. The fact that I was one of 
the best-dressed youngsters in my neigh- 
rhood also helped. 
\dding it all up, this meant that I was 
cepted by the young Brooklyn “four 
ndred” crowd. I went along on their 
irsions, attended their expensive par- 
and had a couple of puppy-love af- 
fairs with the sub-debs who always had 
r names or pictures printed in The 


to belong to his side. Miss Hill stood up 
and had a few words to say about why 
she was interested in participating. And, 
brother, this Miss Hill was something. 

I guessed her to be about eighteen. 
She was prettier than a speckled pup 
playing in the sunlight. She had long, 
brown hair which hit her determined lit- 
tle shoulders and kept going. Her neat 
figure—not voluptuous or sensationally 
exciting—would have put the contours 
of a Coke bottle to shame. She was 
a beautiful, even tan and her lips were 





the most kissable I’d seen off the silver 
screen. 

1 sat forward in my seat slightly to 
listen to Miss Hill talk. Only, as far as 
I was concerned, that chick didn’t have 
to say “boo.” All she had to do was be, 

| found myself wondering how it was 
| hadn’t noticed this dreamboat before, 
Here she was a Sunday School teacher _ 
just like myself and probably working 
with her class a few feet away from me, 
I began to realize how blindly snobbish 
1 had been about the people around me. 
This Elizabeth Hill, who had finished her 
remarks now and taken her seat again, 
was prettier than all the fancy sub-debs | 
in my crowd put together. 

What’s more, I decided, it would be a 
lot of fun to take her to one of the hincty 
parties and upset all the sophisticated 
young ladies in my crowd who would 
wonder who she was, where she came 


















































from and where I’d found the nerve to 
help her crash their set. It would be 
all the more fun because next to her, 
they’d look like a bunch of washed out 
Easter lilies. 

I was going to meet this Miss Hill. | 
didn’t know how, but I was going to. 
* DIDN'T take me long to recognize ” 

an opportunity to put over my proj- — 
ect. There was one last vacancy on the 
team which was going to uphold the part 
of the public schools. Quickly | volun- 
teered to fill the vacancy. From experi- 
ence with high school debates (I was 
president of my school team) I knew 
that the opposing sides would have to 
meet once or twice to discuss definition 
of terms and other details. Any meeting 
Elizabeth Hill was going to attend, | 
wanted to make certain I was there. 

Meeting of the contenders was set for 
the following evening at the home of the 
superintendent. It seemed like the hours 
dragged all that Sunday and the follow- 
ing day. | reprimanded myself for going 
so much overboard about a girl, no mat- 
ter how pretty, who I’d never seen be- 
fore in my life. 

Nevertheless, it was with real eager- 
ness that | went to the meeeting, after 
taking particular pains to wear my fa- 
vorite navy blue suit, a pair of out-of- 
this-world shoes I’d just bought and a 
tie, handkerchief and socks combination 
which I knew was sharp as a razor’s 
edge. 

That night, (Continued on Page 77) 
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Newest Ideas 


In Draperies 


HE RUSH OF the holiday season is over and 

things have quieted down to the regular routine 
of family living. Whether the new resolutions have 
been put into action or stored away with good in- 
tentions, the new year has many interesting things 
in store. 

Homemakers will find a wealth of unusual ideas 
that are helpful and inexpensive and will add to the 
attractiveness of any house. The new wonder ma- 
terials, fabrics, pieces of equipment and home 
furnishings are created to work miracles in the 
home. 

New treated paper draperies by Columbia Mills 
(as shown) can change any room into a place of 


beauty. They are practical and easy to care for. =~ 
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corner of the large living room has an open fireplace in natural colored bricks. 
charm to the whole room. Furniture throughout the entire house is modern. 


Simplicity 
ind Space 
In 3 Rooms 


ITUATED on a full corner lot on 

popular John Crayton Boulevard in 
Omaha, Nebraska, is the modern home 
of Melvin and Lenore Scott. Simplicity 
is the ruling design and although the 
house can boast of only three rooms, it 
is spacious, well planned and gives one 
a peaceful feeling. 

Since there is plenty of land around 
the house, they plan spacious flower 
gardens and have decided to do the 
landscaping themselves, step by step. 
The back porch and patio provide a 
perfect place for relaxation in the sum- 
mer, and with the large plate glass win- 
dows on either side of the living room, 
one can look directly into the house. 
The house has a full basement which is 
being made into a laundry and play 
room. 


tt 
It burns real logs, adding a touch of rural 


The pride of the house is Mrs. Scott’s 
kitchen, since she is the hostess in the 
home economics department of the 
Omaha Power and Light Company, and 
takes great pride in her modern equip- 
ment. Everything in the home bespeaks 
its charming mistress. Mr. Scott, a gov- 
ernment meat inspector in an Omaha 
packing house, loves to putter and does 
a lot of upholstering and building wall 
brackets in his spare time. 

They have used common sense and & 
lot of thought in building their home. 
The extra things such as landscaping, 
building a play room, etc., will all be 
taken care of in due time and will give 
them something to look forward to each 
year. The house, built within a rigid’ 
budget, is lovely to look at—a place im 
which to live and work in comfort. 








Living room walls are a deep green and wall-to-wall carpeting 


is @ warm cinnamon. Sectional sofas are a rich gold tone. 


are used at the picture windows. Planter is used as a room divider. 
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5 
i Soft, iridescent draperies of theatrical gauze with indirect lighting 


? 


> - 


Because it is situated on a corner lot, the low, modern type house has plenty of grounds for the landscaping which has not yet been 

A stone walk-way leads up to the stone steps and iron railing. 

Bed All-electric kitchen has dishwasher, deepfreeze. Dining alcove 
with picture window is just off kitchen. 


completed. 


French provincial furniture is used in attractive bedroom. 
has tufted satin headboard, quilted coverlets. 
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New Tricks 
With Meat 


\¢ INTER IS THE season when appe- 
tites are sharpest, and good, hearty 
sals are most important as_body- 
lders for all the members of the fam- 
For most families, meat is the main 
ture of any menu and other items for 
meal are built around the meat dish. 
Certain foods and vegetables tradi- 
1ally go together, such as ham and 
yeet potatoes or pork and applesauce, 
vegetables should complement the 
of the meat. With the prices of 
eat as high as they are, homemakers 
always looking for new ways to fix 
dishes and good, inexpensive cuts of 
at can be made tasty and tender with 
ry little cooking tricks. 
While expensive, good steaks can often 
enjoyed by cutting the budget and 
ig a less expensive meat at other 
es. Good stews are important and 











should be made tasty and well sea- 
ed. 


Barbecued Spareribs Hawaiian Pork Chops 


it 2 sides of spareribs into serving pieces, season with salt, Trim fat from edges of 4 pork chops, fry fat in skillet and remove 
r and paprika. Melt 2 tbsps. lard in pressure cooker and pieces. Flour chops and brown in hot fat. Combine %4 cup vinegar, 

n spareribs. Slice 1 large onion. Mix %4 cup catsup with 2 cup catsup, one 9-oz. can crushed pineapple, 1 tsp. soy sauce, 3 thsps. 
vinegar, 1 tsp. sugar, 1 tsp. Worcestershire sauce, %4 tsp. brown sugar, %4 tsp. salt. Spoon fat from skillet and pour catsup mix- 
powder, %4 tsp. celery seed. Put half of spareribs in cooker; ture over chops. Cover and cook over low heat 1% hours or until tender. 
with half the onion and barbecue sauce. Add rest of ribs, Spoon sauce over chops once or twice during cooking and add water 

ion and sauce and cook in pressure cooker 15 min. at 15 lbs. as needed. Serve chops and sauce with rice. 
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Broiled Club Steaks 


Steaks for broiling should be cut at least 
one inch thick. Fat around edges should be 
gashed so steak will lie flat during cooking. 
Place steaks two inches from heat and broil 
each side 6 min. for rare, 7 for medium rare, 
and 8 for well done. Do not season before 

cooking, but after each side is browned. 
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Upside Down Ham Ring 


Drain 2% cups sliced apples, and add \% 
cup brown sugar. Mix % tsp. dry mustard 
and 2 tsps. vinegar with apples, place in ring 
mold. Beat 2 eggs, add 2 lbs. ground ham, 4 
cup cracker crumbs, 1 tsp. Worcestershire 
sauce. Stir % tsp. mustard into % cup milk, 

add. Pack on apples. Bake 1% hours. 


“1 cook for 
200 people every 


\ear «day.! use 
Soy Carnation Milk’ 


SAYS: 

Mrs. Theresa M. Boswell, 
Graduate Home Economist 
and Operator of Employees’ 
Cafeteria, Golden State 
Mutual Life Insurance Co., 
Les Angeles 


COOKING IS MRS. BOSWELL’S BUSINESS, and has been ever since she graduated 
in home economics from Pratt University. For many years she was on 
the home economics staff of the Los Angeles Examiner. Later she 
taught her specialty at Los Angeles’ Jordan High School. 


“T use Carnation for cooking and baking both in the cafeteria and at 
home,” says Mrs. Boswell. “It has a rich, full-bodied texture and is 
always uniform. My family loves it in coffee, too.” 


When cooking experts like Mrs. Boswell prefer Carnation, you know you 
can count on its outstanding quality in your cooking. So change now to 
Carnation, world’s leading brand of evaporated milk. 


MRS. BOSWELL is proud of her modern 
cafeteria kitchen, and of the compli- 
ments she gets for her food. “Carnation 
Milk shares the credit,’’ she says. 


World’s Leading Brand of Evaporated Milk 


CARNATION QUALITY BEGINS... 
at the famous Carnation Milk 
Farms...home of one of the 
world’s greatest herds of 
championship dairy cattle. 


“from 
Contented 


sat 


HER EYES LIGHT UP when she talks about 
her two lovable little grandbabies. Mrs. 
Boswell’s daughter wisely started them 
on a Carnation Milk formula. 
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A warm jacket for playing outside on cold days is made of checked wool, 
a zipped front and a cozy, fur-like collar. By Dandy Duds, the price is $8. 





y blue, long-sleeve, slip-on sweater has a high, round neck. 
ght yarn trims the neckline and body of the sweater. By 
Pauker Boyswear, the price is $3.95. 











Sturdy Winter Togs 
For Growing Boys 


OST MOTHERS today are looking 
for good, hard-wearing clothes for 
their children, and no matter how hard 
they try, dressing little boys seems to be 
a problem because they wear out even the 
sturdiest of materials in record time. 
Makers of fabrics and fashion designers 
have combined efforts and are now putting 
on the market: a number of strong, long- 
lasting articles of clothing that are a great 
help to mothers. Of importance is the 
emphasis placed by the majority of manu- 
facturers on the “grow-type” hems and 
deeper cuffs which can be let down if de- 
sired. 
All firms show storm sets with matching 
caps or bonnets. Storm coat fabrics are 


A reversible jacket of solid navy on one side and navy plaid on the other, zips all the 


mainly dressy with fleeces in high colors 
and smoky tones rating top billing, and an 
infinite variety of novelty checks and 
tweeds are also used. 

An outstanding fashion trend is the 
tweed suit worn with a weskit. Brown or 
blue wool tweed suits have dressy vests of 
red velveteen with bright gold buttons. A 
red pocket handkerchief is color-matched 
to the vest. 

Most outfits are easy to wash and will 
stand the maximum of wear, yet are smart- 
ly styled and have all the grown-up ap- 
pearance that little boys love, and they 
can either look like dad’s or big brother’s 
clothes. Whether for work or play, the 
casual influence seems to be predominant. 


way up the front. By Pauker Boyswear, the price is $6.95. 


Beige tweed overcoat is warmly lined, 
trimmed with brown buttons. Coat has 
matching pants, hat. By Junior Gent, $22. 
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Gold flann pockets, sweater- 

knit back is smart with brown trousers. 
By Pauker Boyswear, price $2.98. 
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For every “freak” birth, there are literally millions of normal births that never make more than small news, if news at all. 
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Will My Baby Be Born Normal? 


\ RS. ESTHER WILSON, a soon-to- 
be mother, sat at one end of a sofa 
her neat, mahogany-furnished living 
m, intently reading an evening’s 
wspaper. Her husband, Ed, sat diag- 
ally across from her, a pipe in his 
outh, a sports section in his hands, his 
et propped up on an ottoman. It was 
ain he enjoyed a calm evening at home 
fter a hectic day at the office. 
But he was startled out of serenity as 
Irs. Wilson cried, “Oh!” 
Hurrying over to her, he inquired: 
What’s the matter, honey?” 
l'his—this story,” she replied, point- 
z to an item on the page. “Suppose 
happens to me—to our baby.” 
faking the paper from her trembling 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics, Northwestern University 


hands, Ed read the story of a mother 
who had given birth to a baby with an 
outside heart. Momentarily, he, too, was 
frightened by the thought that this might 
happen to Esther, but he quickly pushed 
fear into the back of his mind. 

He sat down beside his wife, took her 
gently into his arms. 

“Now, honey. Don’t start worrying. 
Everything is going to be all right.” 

“But suppose—” Esther began. 

“Suppose nothing,” Ed said firmly. 
“You’re healthy. I’m healthy. You’ve 
had a good pregnancy so far. Nothing 
is going to happen. And our little baby 
is going to be just as healthy and perfect 
as you are.” 

Esther was brightened by the words. 


“You’re sweet,” she said to her hand- 
some husband. “So sweet and strong.” 

“No,” said Ed, relieved that the cloud 
had passed from Esther’s mind, “you're 
the one.” 


The fear Esther felt on reading the 
newspaper story was neither unnatural 
nor rare. Many mothers-to-be 0 
through tortuous mental periods when 
they wonder whether their baby will be 
born with 12 toes, an upside-down stom- 
ach, or if there will be Siamese twins. 
Many times these worries are caused by 
newspaper stories. 

Fortunately, these fears can easily be 
dispelled. In the first place, it should 
be remembered that for every “freak” 
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birth, there are literally millions of nor- 
mal births that never make more than 
small news, at best. News is not made 
from ordinary, everyday occurrences, 
but from the unusual, the bizarre, the 
odd, the surprising. It is ordinary for 
mothers to experience normal births, for 
their babies to enter the world physically 
sound and happy. 

Only one of every 200 babies is born 
with a malformation of any kind, and 
frequently that one suffers only from a 
minor thing—like a twisted toe or 
curled finger—which can easily be 
righted by a competent surgeon or pedi- 
atrician. Although a few babies present 
special problems, it is comforting to 
know that science can fix such ailments 
as club foot or cleft palate. 

Thus, even if a woman gives birth to 
an abnormal baby—and, keep remem- 
bering that the chances are 1 to 200— 
there are overwhelming chances that 
everything can be made all right and 
the child will grow up strong, healthy, 
and full of fun. 


Perhaps the greatest “feat” of science 


| was produced in Chicago recently when 
| a white mother gave birth to Siamese 


twins. It was obvious to doctors that 
one baby was stronger than the other. 


_ The question was: should these babies, 


joined at the head, be separated in an 
effort to save the stronger child? The 
parents okayed an operation and doctors 
decided to try what amounted to a 
miracle. Today little Rodney Dee 
Brodie survives the operation, and it is 
altogether likely that he will grow up 
to be like any other man. 

Conversely, in the case of the Jones 
Siamese twins of Los Angeles, doctors 
decided that an operation was unwise. 
Although these babies will remain joined 
at the head the rest of their lives, they, 
too, are growing up, smart, healthy, and 
enjoying their young lives. 

The point of the Jones case is this: 
even if a woman should mother a child 
and there is nothing that science can do 
to fix a physical abnormality, nothing 
at all can be gained by giving way to 
hysteria or despair. Also in this case, 
there were extenuating circumstances. 
The mother had married at an early age, 
had given birth to babies almost every 
year over a long period, and the family 
seldom, if ever, enjoyed proper food, 
rest, recreation. But even in this case 
Nature did its best. 

The twins are healthy and happy. 


Nature protects expectant mothers in 
other ways. For instance, badly mal- 
formed babies usually die shortly after 
birth. Many never so much as reach a 
full term in the mother’s womb. Mis- 
carriage often is another method Nature 
uses to saye the mother anguish expel- 
ling a fetus that has not grown properly. 
It is not rare for a woman who has had 
as many as five miscarriages to give 
birth to a perfectly normal child. 

A recent German study indicates that 
the age of mothers has something to do 
with the chances for malformed chil- 
dren. Charting 140,000 births, the study 
revealed that women who gave birth 
during the ages 36 to 40 produced twice 
as many malformed children as younger 
women. For women over 40, the figure 
was three times as large. 

Yet, this is no complete proof that a 
particular woman will give birth to a 
malformed child. It only proves that 
chances are very slim that a young 
mother will give birth to a malformed 
child. And it was still a pretty rare 
occurrence, everything being equal, with 
older mothers. They just produced more 
malformed children than younger moth- 
ers. 

Most parental heartaches are entirely 
unnecessary and all could be avoided 
if more people were better informed 
about the causes of handicapping con- 
ditions. There are three basic kinds of 
abnormalities in newborn babies: 

1. An hereditary defect, one which is 
repeated in one generation of a family 
after another; 

2. A congenital irregularity which 
occurs when something goes wrong dur- 
ing the development of the baby before 
birth, and 

3. A birth injury involving damage to 
the infant at the time of birth. 

Strange as it may seem, and contrary 
to popular belief, heredity is the least 
frequent of the causes of abnormalities. 
Most feeblemindedness, for instance, is 
not inherited, and when it is, there is 
always a history of feeblemindedness in 
previous generations. Such an abnor- 
mality never appears suddenly in a nor- 
mal family. 

Congenital irregularities can result 
from the ill health of the mother during 
pregnancy. Pregnant women who do 
not eat the right foods are more likely 
to have abnormal children. The moth- 
er’s health, even before conception, may 
have a direct (Continued on Page 56) 
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About-to-be toddlers, being very human, 
relish a bit of variety in 
the pattern of their daily 
lives. (Who doesn’t?) So 
when your baby begins to 
creep and toddle .. . starts 
giving you that “don’t 
fence me in” look — give 
him a little elbow room. 
Let him be a little Gulli- 
ver and explore places 
other than his play pen or 
room, always remembering to keep an eye 
on him. By giving baby a bit of free rein 
you simultaneously help him develop a 
sense of confidence and independence. 
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Mrs. Dan Gerber 





Pick of the orchard...for your “pride ’n 
joy.” Gerber’s Junior Peaches are made 
from choice, plump fruit, singled out for 
these special qualities: tempting, golden 
color—natural sweet flavor—juiciness and 
meaty texture. From rigid orchard inspec- 
tion through careful processing, Gerber 
experts guard quality every step of the 
way. Small wonder small-fry love these 
especially good-tasting Junior Peaches. 


Other mothers dept. From time to time 
mothers write to this column telling me 
their teething toddlers are losing interest in 
food. In some cases appetites may lag be- 
cause of teething, but in most cases this is 
no cause for worry. When Junior’s really 
hungry he'll let you know soon enough. One 
of the most important things to remember: 
keep baby’s menus varied, serve foods that 
have eye-appeal as well as taste-appeal. 





Magic meals for a disinterested toddler . . . 
and easy as 1-2-3. Just send for “Recipes 
for Toddlers.” Write me, Dept. TA2-4, Fre- 
mont, Mich. 


Con fidentially speaking, one good way to 
help keep baby’s appetite alive is to serve 
the good tasting meats he likes . . . his grow- 
ing body needs. That’s where Gerber’s Junior 
Meats come in. Made from selected cuts of 
Armour meats, they’re pure meat, juicy, 
savory and evenly minced so tots with a 
sprinkling of teeth can handle them nicely. 
Beef, Veal, Pork, Liver and Bacon. 
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a A new blood coogulen 


The violent reaction of many women to their menstrual period is due more to psychological factors than physical. 


Hygiene Of Menstruation 


\ ENSTRUATION is a periodic phys- 
iologic bleeding from the womb. 
is a normal characteristic of the hu- 
nan female and, in the same or equiv- 
alent form, also of the female of many 
wer animals. Its precise significance 
unknown and, as with anything not 
iderstood, many superstitions about it 
have arisen. Among primitive people, 
nd even to some extent in our own cul- 
re, it is associated with fantastic be- 
sfs, rites, and ceremonies. 
It is believed by many to be a process 
purification whereby the body rids 
self of harmful substances. There is a 
iperstition that exists even in this mod- 
1 age that a menstruating woman is 
iclean and that she defiles everything 
e touches. She makes flowers wilt and 
anned fruit spoil. 


By Dr. Julian H. Lewis 
Author of “The Biology Of The Negro” 


Menstruation initiates the sexual life 
of a woman and it also marks its end 
when it permanently stops. It begins be- 
tween the ages of 9 and 17, the average 
being 14 years. There is a great varia- 
tion between races. Primitive people and 
those in hot climates start to menstruate 
at earlier ages. 

The natural cessation of menstruation, 
called the menopause, occurs at an age 
ranging from 35 to 50 years with an 
average of 47 years. The same factors 
of race, climate, and degree of civiliza- 
tion which act to lower the age of the 
start of menstruation also lower the age 
of the menopause. 

Most scientists believe that menstrua- 
tion is not an end within itself, that it 
has no definite useful function. They 
believe that it is only a by-product of a 


more important process, an accident that 
would not occur if nature had her way. 
At intervals of about a month, the ovary 
produces an ovum, or egg. Nature acts 
on the futile expectation that every ovum 
put out by the ovary will be fertilized 
and produce a child. 

To this end, a whole series of changes 
in the body is begun. The breasts enlarge 
preparatory to secreting milk for the 
baby. The ovary produces a new gland 
to help the child grow. The uterus or 
womb enlarges to make room for the 
little one. 

Its lining membrane thickens and new 
blood vessels are formed for the nourish 
ment of the fetus. All of these changes 
are produced by the action of hormones 
secreted by the ovary at the same time 
it sends out an egg. 

Of course, we know that most of the 
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time the ovum is not fertilized. Suppose 
that an ovum is produced each month 
for the 35 years of a woman’s average 
sexual life between the ages of 14 and 
49. That means that a total of at least 
420 ova are produced. Let us assume 
that 5 children are borne, leaving 415 
ova that are wasted, 415 false prepara- 
tions made by nature. The monthly 
changes in the uterus have been useless 
and must be done away with. 

The newly-made lining membrane and 
blood vessels become dead and are de- 
stroyed. The blood vessels are left open 
and they bleed. The escaped blood is 
what we know as menstrual blood. This 
explanation of the monthly series of 
events is the most acceptable theory but 
it is only a theory and it is not the only 
‘one. Others less popular have been 
offered. 

Menstruation is a very sensitive proc- 
ess. It can be influenced by many fac- 
tors. Because menstruation is a symbol 
of complete womanhood, women protect 
it zealously. They are very much dis- 
turbed when it does not occur regularly. 
However, it makes little difference in the 
health of a person if it is missed for short 
intervals. The only significance it may 
have is that the failure of menstruation 
may indicate that something else is 
wrong which can be serious but is usu- 
ally trivial. 

Young girls who have just begun their 
periods may miss several months for 
some simple cause. Anxious mothers 
will worry unnecessarily. Usually the 
sexual organs have not yet attained their 
full development, or there might be a 
slight anemia, or the girl may be under 
an emotional strain. 

Women who have once attained regu- 
larity and then experience a sustained 
disturbance of menstruation, whether it 
be a complete suppression when preg- 
nancy is ruled out or whether it be a too 
copious flow, should at least consult a 
physician to find the underlying cause. 

While most women would not willingly 
give it up, they find menstruation quite 
atrial. Many of them experience severe 
pain and suffer emotional upsets, even 
to the extent that they have to go to bed 
and consult a doctor each month. Some- 
times the cause of these side effects can 
be identified and rectified but sometimes 
they cannot and the woman is con- 
demned to a monthly period of agony 
until the menopause brings relief. 
During men- (Continued on Page 64) 
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OR AMAZINGLY Stopped, 
in 3 out of 4 cases in doctors’ tests!“” 


“IT’S WONDERFUL news,” says Ann Pinkham, 
“for women and girls who suffer from those 
functionally-caused cramps, backaches, head- 
aches and ‘no-good’ feelings of menstruation 
. who feel upset and irritable on certain 
particular days. In doctors’ tests, Lydia E. 
Pinkham’s Compound or Tablets gave com- 
plete or striking relief of such distress in 3 
out of 4 cases, even on first day of period!” 
Yes! Lydia Pinkham’s is thoroughly mod- 
ern in action... exerts a calming effect on the 
uterus without the use of pain-deadening 
drugs. Its effectiveness is known to millions. 
Take Lydia Pinkham’s regularly ...and see 
if you don’t avoid the feelings of tension and 
weakness that precede your period... as well 
as the cramps and pain of “those days.” 
Get either the liquid Compound ...or the 
new, improved Tablets with added iron — so 
convenient to carry and easy to take. 


25¢ Ann Pinkham Booklet ... FREE! 


Easily worth $1! New booklet (illustrated in color 
—over 5000 words) tells all about mensiruation— 
answers questions authoritatively, simply. Ex- 
plains mysteries of female system. Tells what to 
expect in change of life. For free copy write ANN 
PINKHAM, 828 Cleveland St., Lynn, Mass. 
Mailed in plain envelope. Not for children, 
Offer closes June 11, 1954. 
*Ann Pinkham, modern-day voice of Lydia Pinkham. 


AD LA 
CHECKS \ 


Accurately. Supplied in any color. 


FREE son ence Expose: The Ope 
iencific 

= to Fair Dice, Beg | System, Plastic 

“The Old Reliable” Praying C — 


K. C. CARD Co.,816 S. Wabash, Chicage 5 





en Book, 





"It’s wonderful the way 
Chewing-Gum Laxative 





Here’s the secret millions of folks 
have discovered about FEEN-A-MINT, the 
modern chewing-gum laxative. Yes. 
here is why FEEN-A-MINT is so wonder- 
fully different. 
FEEN-A-MINT is different because you 
beca 


chew it. It’s different, too, use it 
removes mostly waste—not good food! 

You see, FEEN-A-MINT does not work 
in the stomach, where food is being di- 
gested. That's why it does not take 
away a lot of the good food you need 
for energy. 

Doctors know that FEEN-A-MINT works 
chiefly in the lower bowel... removes 
mostly waste, not good food! 

So to feel like a million, do as mil- 
lions do. Chew delicious FEEN-A-MINT... 
and feel full of life and energy! Get 
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Too Perfect 
Wife 





(Continued from Page 21) 


you two were battling tonight, I thought 
it would end in a free-for-all.” I said. 
“She’s quite attractive,” I added. 

“You can say that again! There’s some- 
thing about her—” Reed’s voice trailed off, 
but his eyes were shining strangely. 

My heart sank to the pit of my stomach. 
“I thought you liked—well, the type of 
woman who—” 

He caught me in his arms. “I'll show 
you who I like!” he whispered fiercely. 

I sighed wearily. I was dog-tired from 
all the work and excitement of the evening 
and the last thing I had in mind was love 
making. I eased out of his embrace and 
went to the dresser and began to roll up 
my hair. Then, something I'd once heard 
Mama say flashed through my mind— 
“Pleasing a man is the most important job 
a woman has.” 

“T guess it’s been a pretty rough night,” 
Reed said. “If you’re tired—” 

{ turned around and smiled at him. “No, 
darling. Whatever you want is what I 
want,” I told him. “You know how to 
chase away the tiredness.” 

Reed shook his head, a bewildered smile 
on his face. “Sometimes I think you’re too 
good to be true,” he said. 

That pleased me, yet there was some- 
thing vaguely disturbing about it all. I was 
doing just as Mama had always done, spar- 
ing nothing—not even herself—to please 
her husband. Still, a woman like Lou, who 
yielded not an inch to any man, had 
aroused his interest to an alarming degree. 

Long after, I was confused and _ be- 
wildered. A blind, unreasoning hatred for 
Lou welled up in me. That intense dislike 
continued to grow as she returned again 
and again. 

I remember one night when Reed cor- 
nered Jim in the hallway and said, “Man! 
She sure is rough on a man’s ego!” 

Jim grunted. “You're telling me? But 
I’ve got news for you—I’m putting that 
chick down. She’s too much for me!” 

But Lou continued to come to our little 
parties long after she and Jim had broken 
up and it seemed that she spent most of 
the time talking and arguing with Reed. 
Sometimes they discussed serious ques- 
tions. but at other times they got involved 
in long drawn-out arguments over the most 
trivial subjects. 

One night after Lou had out-talked him. 
Reed put his. arm around me and said, 
“Well, at least Ethel thinks [I’m perfect, 
even if other people around here think 


I’m stupid!” 


“Perfect? No man is that good!” Loy 
scoffed. 

“Reed is,” I said stoutly. 

“You tell her, baby!” Reed laughed. 

Then I went into the kitchen for a ney 
supply of beer, but I heard Lou say some. 
thing about “. . . never catch me being a 
doormat” and I knew she was referring 
to me. I waited in vain to hear Reed pin 
her ears back for a crack like that. byt 
he never said a word. Maybe he agreed 
with her, I thought ruefully, but even jf 
I had wanted to I couldn’t alter my meek 
personality. 

Even when I got the idea that Reed 
sometimes deliberately tried to pick a fight 
with me, I never flared back at him. | 
couldn’t forget the times that Dad had 
blown up and the way Mama had gone 
about soothing his rumpled feelings. And 
that was the way I handled Reed. 

Then came the night that Jim showed 
up with a new girl friend. Lou was more 
irritable than ever. She took issue with’ 
everything anybody said and to make 
things worse, she was drinking too much. 
Reed matched her drink for drink, argu. 
ment for argument and they both ended 
up by getting drunk. 

Someone suggested black coffee. so | 
brewed a pot. The hot coffee sobered 
them up some and at last the guests went 
home. I helped Reed into the bedroom. 
He managed to get some of his clothes off, 
dropping them in a heap on the floor. He 
looked like a mischievous little boy stand- 
ing in the center of the room in his shorts, 
swaying slightly and blinking his eyes. 

“Tm drunk. baby,” he said gravely. 
“Yep, drunk!” 

“Yes, Reed, the party was a success,” 
I agreed. I stripped the spread from the 
bed and pulled down the top sheet. 

“*Course, I got down loud and wrong 
a couple of times—” he mumbled. 

“Tt’s all right, darling, as long as you 
had fun.” 

“Had loads of fun—a barrel of fun! 
But you didn’t,” he said accusingly. 

“I had fun, Reed,” I assured him as | 
folded up the ‘spread. “As long as you 
had a nice time, then I did too.” 

“That’s a lie!” He was glaring at me. 
“T raised all kinds of hell. I spent all my 
time with another woman, yet you stand 
there and say it’s all right!” 

He moved swiftly, locking his fingers 
around my wrists. The liquor on his 
breath repelled me as his lips closed down 
on mine. Without thinking, I put my 
hands against his bare chest and pushed 
him away. 

Instantly, I regretted my rejection of 
him. “Please. darling—I didn’t mean to 
do that,” I stammered. 

“Wheat kind of woman are you?” he 
fairly shouted. “Don’t you ever get ar 
gry? What does it take to make you show 
some life—act like a human being?” 

“Please. Reed, let’s talk about it in the 
morning. You're not yourself—” 

“No! We'll talk about it now,” he 


raved. “And I am myself! ‘Yes, darling 
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—no, darling,” he said mockingly. “I 
suppose if I went to bed with Lou you’d 
say that was all right, too.” 

He turned and staggered to the bed. 
He fell across it, his head cradled on one 
arm. “Tha’s a good idea,” he mumbled. 
“Try it sometime—wife doesn’t care—any- 
thing goes!” 

My heart stopped beating for one awful 
moment that seemed to drag out into an 
eternity. Was he having an affair with 
Lou? Had he waited until he was drunk 
to tell me about it? Suppose he had held 
her in his arms, told her he loved her, 
caressed her—would I smile and say 
everything was all right? I asked myself. 


B* THE -NEXT morning, I knew that 
Reed had me pegged right. I would 
forgive anything he did. Being meek and 
mild was too much a part of me to change 
now. I realized that as I made the coffee 
and poured the tomato juice I knew my 
husband would need. 

“What a head!” he moaned as he groped 
his way into the kitchen. “Never again!” 

“Here, drink this,” I said, handing him 
his juice. But he didn’t take it. Instead, 
he put his arm around my waist and 
leaned his head against my shoulder. 

“I was a fool to drink so much,” he said 
softly. “And the way I acted— If you'd 
only yell at me, or maybe give me a swift 
kick now and then!” he said ruefully. 

“Why should I do that?” I asked. 


“Because—because I love you, darn it!” 


He took me in his arms and his hungry 
kisses erased the pain and hurt of the 
night before. I felt a glow of content- 
ment. Yes, the most important thing was 
pleasing your man... 

Without any warning or explanation, 
Lou stopped coming to the house. Reed 
gave no indication that he saw anything 
strange in this. 

“Maybe she just got tired of seeing Jim 
make a fool of himself with other women,” 
Reed suggested when I mentioned the 
fact that she hadn’t been around for a 
couple of weeks. 

But I was positive that was not the rea- 
son. Lou was much too aggressive and 
too sure of herself. In fact, there was the 
time when, shortly after she and Jim had 
called it quits, Lou had spoken her mind 
to the new girl Jim had brought around. 

“Look, honey,” Lou had said, her hands 
on her hips. “Don’t be acting as if you’d 
hit the jackpot just because Jim is rush- 
ing you instead of me now!” 

The startled girl tried to walk away, 
but Lou blocked her. “In the first place,” 
Lou continued, “he’s no bargain. And in 
the second place, I can get him back any 
time I want.” She snapped her fingers 
under the girl’s nose. “That goes for Jim 
—and anything else in pants!” 

Now, with Reed suddenly getting a lot 
of night work at the shop, I began to put 
two and two together. There was plenty 
of time for me to brood about the way 
my marriage seemed to be falling apart. 


My husband and I were growing away 
from each other and there was nothing 
I could do to halt it. 

I spent so much time alone that I started 
visiting Mama, just to have someone to 
talk to. It didn’t take her long to see that 
I was unhappy. With uncanny insight, 
she put her finger on the trouble. 

“Something wrong between you and 
Reed?” she asked casually one afternoon 
as we sat in the living room of her house. 

“Why do you ask?” I countered. 

“Don’t try to fool your mother, Ethel.” 
she said. “Maybe I don’t know much 
about these modern marriages. but I can 
tell when a woman’s having trouble with 
her man.” 

I got up and moved to the window. 
“There’s no reason for any trouble be- 
tween us,” I said firmly, as if trying to 
convince myself. “I do everything in the 
world for Reed. There’s nothing he asks 
that I don’t do.” 

“Maybe that’s the trouble,” Mama said 
quietly. 

I whirled around. “But that can’t be 
it! I do everything for him that I’ve seen 
you do for Dad. I cook his meals, iron 
his shirts. Never once have I fussed at 
him, though, Lord knows, there have been 
times when I felt I'd explode if I didn’t 

yell at him.” 

Mama pressed her fingers to her trem- 
bling lips. “Ethel—maybe I should have 
told you before.” She nodded her head. 












































ALSO AVAILABLE IN CANADA 





z ((Hlisip 7 (Protection from germs) 
Norforms are now safer and surer than ever! A highly perfected new 
formula combats germs right in the vaginal tract. The exclusive new 
base melts at budy temperature, forming a powerful, protective 
film that permits long-lasting action. Will not harm delicate tissues. 


2 Shatter (Protection from odor) 

Norforms were tested in a hospital clinic and found to be more 
effective than anything it had ever used. Norforms are powerfully 
deodorant—they eliminate (rather than cover up) embarrassing odors, 
yet have no “medicine” or “disinfectant’’ odor themselves. 


us 


K 


Please 
mae — me the new Norforms booklet, in a 


t mail this co . 
orwich Pharmacal Con me af 


Name. 


problem 





2 Cpncntint. (So easy to use) 
Norforms are small vaginal suppositories that are so easy and 
convenient to use. Just insert—no apparatus, no mixing or 
measuring. They’re greaseless and they keep in any climate. 
Your druggist has them in boxes of 12 and 24. 


FREE informative Norforms booklet 


cal Company, Norwich, N. Y, 








Street___ 


(rcease print) j 
































‘SUCCESS, 


conquers itching 
misery of eczema, 
ringworm, rashes, 
pimples and other 
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You can’t really enjoy life when you 
are dragged down by those awful irri- 
tations. So don’t risk letting that ugly 
itching distress go on for another day. 
There’s an easy, proven way to help 
your poor troubled skin! 

FAMOUS SKIN MEDICINE 
Palmer’s SKIN SUCCESS Ointment usu- 
ally makes a big, wonderful difference 
in such cases. Thousands know from ac- 
tual experience how 
it goes right to work 
to give fast, blessed 
relief to your upset 
and tortured skin. 

There’s just noth- 
ing like it! Because only SKIN SUCCESS 
Ointment gives you the benefit of this 
great skin-prescription formula, tested 
by a noted physician. It really works. 
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gives you four times as much. 
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“Yes, I can see how you got the wrong 
idea about things.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Well, things aren’t always what they 
seem, honey,” she explained. “Take a 
man like your father—always so positive 
about what he wants and always so sure of 
himself. He’s not like that deep down in- 
side. He depends on me more than he 
knows. Half the time he’s repeating ideas 
I’ve planted in his mind.” 

She came over to me and laid a hand 
against my cheek. “I don’t know about 
this younger generation, Ethel, but in my 
day a woman had to think up ways to get 
around a man. She couldn’t sit down and 
talk with him like an equal. The man was 
the head of the house, but it was the wom- 
an who actually ran things. 

“Maybe nowadays men want their wom- 
en to be more outspoken,” she suggested 
timidly. 

I shook my head, feeling more miserable 
than ever. I was positive that she was 
wrong about things. How could she know? 

“What kind of woman is she?” Mama 
asked. 

“What woman?” 

“The one he’s been seeing.” She said 
it as if she had no doubt in her mind 
there was another woman in the picture. 

“But I never said—” I gave a bitter 
laugh. “You might as well know. Every- 
body else does. She’s—well, I don’t think 
she’s any prettier than me. She and Reed 
argue all the time, but he seems to enjoy 
the way they fight. He gets all excited 


and—” 

“Do you still love him?” she asked ab- 
ruptly. 

“Yes! Yes, of course!” 


“Then take my advice and put your foot 
down. Your father and I don’t fight very 
often, but when it’s over I usually have 
my way.” 

She smiled at the incredulous expression 
on my face. “Oh, yes,” she went on, “I 
wouldn’t be human if I didn’t blow up 
now and then.” 

“But—I’ve never seen you quarrel,” I 
said, stunned. 

“Neither has anyone else. Your father 
would never get over it if I lit into him in 
public.” She squeezed my hand affec- 
tionately. “I can’t tell you how to run 
your life, honey, but if you love Reed, then 
don’t give up. Fight back!” 

When I left Mama, I was more confused 
than ever. I was sure I could never. act 
on her advice. I got home late that after- 
noon, but I didn’t rush around fixing din- 
ner as I had so many times before. I had 
too much on my mind. So I sat down and 
tried to think things through. 

When Reed came home he had Jim with 
him. 

“Hi, baby,” he said, giving me a per- 
functory kiss on the forehead. “We’ve got 
company for dinner. Is it ready yet?” 

I said hello and absentmindedly took 
their hats and coats. Reed went into the 
bathroom to wash up. 

“Better get a move on,” he called out. 


“We're hungry as a couple of bears.” 

Something in the way he said it, the 
confident tone that seemed to take it for 
granted I’d dash into the kitchen and ge 
right to work, set off a time bomb inside 
me. 

“Jim,” I said suddenly, “do you ming 
taking a rain check on that dinner? [~ 
well, Reed and I have some _ personal 
things to settle.” 

Jim studied me for a moment, then 
smiled in a friendly fashion. “Sure, Ethel, 
I understand.” 
know it’s none of my business, but if it’s 
about Lou—she doesn’t mean a thing to 
Reed.” 


“Thanks, Jim,” I said. “I hope Reed 


appreciates what a good friend he’s got!” 


I closed the door behind him and braced 
myself for the big blowup. It wasn’t long 
coming. 

“Where’s Jim?” Reed asked when he 
came back. 

“T asked him to leave.” 

“That’s a heck of a thing to do!” he 
snapped. “I invited him to dinner.” 

“Without consulting me,” I retorted, 
“Maybe I had other plans.” 

“Say, what’s going on around here? 
First, dinner’s not ready, and then you 
chase Jim out of the house. What gives?” 
he demanded. 

“T’ve got a few things to say and | 
wanted us to be alone.” 

Reed jerked open the closet door and 
got out his hat and coat. 

“Where are you going?” I asked sharp 
ly. 
“Out! Then you can talk all you want 
and, baby, I guarantee you'll be alone!” 

I snatched the hat out of his hands. 
“Oh, no you aren’t! You’re going to stay 
right here and listen.” 

Reed moved towards me, his eyes blaz 
ing. “Enough is enough, Ethel,” he grated. 
“Don’t try to be something you’re not.” 


TOR A MOMENT I felt my courage 
slipping. Was I making a fool of my- 
self by playing the unfamiliar role of out- 
raged wife? 
on me—and went to her? 

But my indecision lasted only briefly. 
A dozen half-forgotten indignities I'd suf- 
fered; Reed’s carrying on with Lou; all 
this and more flooded through my tor- 
tured mind and the anger I’d suppressed 
all those months suddenly burst into flame. 
I went down the list for him, point by 
point, telling him the things I had never 
really liked. 

After the .first shock had worn out, 
Reed brushed past me. “I don’t have to 
stay here and listen to you blow your top.” 
he yelled. “I’m going!” 

“To your precious Lou?” I demanded. 

“Suppose I am? What are you going 
to do about it?” he shouted. “Anything 
I do is all right with you, isn’t it? You 
don’t care what I do, do you, my darling 
little doormat!” 

My reaction surprised both of us. Reed 
rubbed his face where my hand had cor 


He opened the door. “| | 
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nected and I stared at my palm that still 
tingled from the vicious slap Id given 
him. He reached out and grabbed me by 
the shoulders. I struggled desperately to 
get away. 

“Let me go!” 
wanted to die. 

But Reed fought back, trying to lift my 
face up to his. Finally, his strength over- 
came me and he held me tightly in his 
arms. 

“I hate you,” I rasped. 
go to your girl friend—” 

His eyes were feverish with desire, with 
a passion that frightened me. With a 
sudden burst of strength I pushed him 
away and fled into the bedroom. But 
Reed was right behind me and grabbed 
me again. I fought. We fell across the 
bed and he managed to pin my arms. 
Then, his lips bruised against mine and 
all my resistance was drained away. I 


I cried, so miserable I 


“Why don’t you 


lay limp and receptive in his embrace. 

Outwardly, nothing much has changed 
between Reed and me. But there is a new 
respect in his attitude these days and I 
know that no matter what there was be- 
tween him and Lou, he loves me truly. 
And I know, too, how close I came to 
driving him away from me with my ever- 
lasting meekness. 

I know that nobody likes everything 
handed to him and that it’s a man’s _na- 
ture to fight for something he wants. Even 
between married couples, the traditional 
chase, resistance and then submission adds 
zest to romance. At least, when I finally 
broke through my shell, that’s what it did 
for my husband and me. 

Most important, I discovered that being 
a wife means being human, being warm 
and alive—making mistakes and disagree- 
ing, too—but never being a doormat. 


THE END 





Dearly Beloved 


(Continued from Page 5) 


one knows my secret as yet but I am in love 
with a Negro girl who could pass if she 
chose to. My plight is serious for I am 
sincerely in love with the girl. I know its 
rather silly to tell you my troubles but I 
have to tell them to someone. If you can 
offer a plausible solution, I’d certainly ap- 
preciate it. 

John 
Dear John: 

There is nothing wrong about passing for 
white and yet what is right about it? If 
your girl friend is willing to “cross the 
line” and join you, then all is well, but the 
trouble starts if she refuses. If you really 
love her then you will do what she wants. 
It may mean changing jobs and starting 
life anew. However, if the girl in question 
merely needs a bit of persuasion to “pass,” 
then it is up to you to press your point. 
Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am 18 years old and need your help 
very badly. I have plenty of dates but the 
fellows aren’t satisfied with just a kiss. 
They usually want more. The girls who go 
farther than I do seem much more popular 
than I. Please tell me what to do. 

Ann J. 
Dean Ann: 

Heavy petting is poor popularity appeal 
and the sooner you realize how much diffi- 
culty it can get you into, the better off 
you'll be. Probably you haven’t met the 
tight kind of boys. The girls that do in- 
dulge in more than their share of petting 
will reap sorrowful benefits and in the long 
Tun you will not regret your early lack of 
dates. 

Remember that it is the girl who sets the 
standards on a date and the boy will go 
only as far as she lets him. So pride your- 
self on being what you are rather than pat- 
tern your behavior after your “livelier” 
associates, 

Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

Two weeks from today I will be 18 years 

old. Ever since I was born, my folks have 


kept a close watch over my every move- 
ment. I loved them for this protection but 
at times it became burdensome. Now I 
plan to leave home and start out on my 
own. 

I can’t help but feel a little guilty over 
this, but its awful to be questioned at every 
turn by fearful parents who won’t let you 
have a will of your own. Will you tell me 
whether I should stay home and “stick it 
out” or should I just pack up as I intended 
to do. 

Joan Robinson 
Dear Joan: 

Calm down for a few minutes and don’t 
let that “of-age-freedom” go to your head. 
At times parents just don’t seem to do the 
right thing but remember too, that chil- 
dren also do things that their parents don’t 
like. 

If you are their only child then make wide 
allowances for their love. After all, what if 
they openly deserted you when you became 
18? Have you given them any reason for 
not trusting you, or have you given them 
good cause to worry. The outside world 
is a lot tougher on children than any par- 
ental overseer and if I were you, I'd think 
twice before trying to compete with 
strangers who have no interest in your wel- 
fare. 

Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am in love with a young man who says 
he loves me and promises to marry me. 
We have a two-and-one-half year old baby, 
but he can’t make up his mind to marry 
anyone. When he does, he says he wiil 
marry me. He doesn’t want me to date any 
other boys. I am so mixed up, will you 
please tell me what to do. LF. 
Dear L. P.: 

At the rate your romance is progressing 
now, the boy will never marry you. In fact, 
had his intentions been honorable he would 
have married you three years ago. It’s 
about time you had a little talk with him 
and told him a few things, namely that you 
are tired of being put off and that if he 
doesn’t show a marriage license soon, some- 
thing drastic will have to be done. If noth- 
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My Husband 
Is A King 


(Continued from Page 33) 


7, and Natalie (Sweetie), 314%. Cookie js 
a niece of mine whom we adopted after 
her mother, who was my youngest sister, 
died. 

Sweetie is our own child, born Feb. 6, 
1950. When I heard at the hospital that 
my baby was a girl, I was a little disap. 
pointed—we had been so anxious for a 
boy. But we are both as proud of Sweetie 
as anyone could be of a youngster. 

The children have given Nat’s life a 
stronger meaning, he often admits to me. 
And for any man, Id say, that’s a good 
thing. 

Nat and I are determined that our kids 
will get the right start in life. We are 
making ways for that now. Cookie is 
studying dancing at an interracial school 
in Hollywood and has exhibited so much 
skill in her lessons that the instructors 
have assigned her to help teach the baby 
class. 

Sweetie, even at her tender age, is show- 
ing some of her father’s famous talent. She 
sings beautifully. Right now Nat and | 
figure she is too young to start lessons on 
the piano but we will give her the oppor- 
tunity to study when she reaches the age 
of 6 or thereabout. 

Nat and I have other plans for our chil- 
dren’s future. We want to give them a 
thorough education and see to it that they 
come up in a wholesome environment. 

In recent years, I’ve been acting as Nat’s 
road manager. The job requires that I fig- 
ure out his budget, pay his employees and 
work on varied other business matters per- 
taining to his affairs in show business. 
This relieves him of some problems that 
might interfere with his music. 

Were I to try to explain the success of 
my marriage to Nat, I’d unhesitatingly say 


that it is based on unselfishness, integrity, 
trust and love. What more can anyone 
ask for! THE END 


Teen Talk 


(Continued from Page 14) 


and warned to drive with extreme care. 
Real young teenagers (seventh and eighth 
graders) should not be permitted to drive 
at all. 

While following this code is sure to help 
many homes become real “home sweel 
homes,” the most important thing of all is 
that parents give youngsters plenty of love 
and affection and help them allay their 
fears instead of laughing them off or ig: 
noring them. 
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(Continued from Page 27) 


could celebrate this happy occasion.” 

He grunted. “You get ideas when you’re 
alone, honey. Good thing we have Ronda; 
keeps you out of mischief.” Steve began 
shaving. 

“Sorry about tonight. I got to have some 
rest. I’m going to New York in the morn- 
ing.” 

“I'd like to go along, Steve,” I said ex- 
citedly, watching him closely. 

He shook his head. “Sorry, not this time, 
Cora,” he said curtly. “This case came up 
rather unexpectedy. I’m rather obligated. 
I can’t explain; just call it ethics.” 

Hot anger flooded my whole body. In- 
wardly I screamed, “Ethics! Lawyers or 
liars! What’s the difference.” Abruptly I 
turned and went to the kitchen. 

Steve appeared as I slid the meat loaf 
out of the oven. 

“That again?” His tone showed disap- 
proval. “I can depend on maid’s day off and 
meat loaf! Look, honey, why don’t you have 
broiled steak sometime and surprise me?” 

I didn’t want to hear Steve’s disap- 
pointed remark. “Steve, darling,” I tried 
again, putting my arms around his neck. 
“Mandy will keep Ronda—take me to 
New York with you!” 

“Not this trip,” Steve said emphatically. 
“Ronda needs you.” 

Then I was sure he was lying. In a jeal- 
ous rage I practically shouted: “And what 
do you need?” I stepped almost menac- 
ingly toward him. “I'll tell you, Steve 
Campbell, an excuse to get away! Ronda, 
Ronda! Ever since she was born, I’ve been 
nurse-maid, that’s all—not a wife! You 
wanted her, an excuse to keep me home, 
tied down while you were free. 

“I gave up art, golf, my social clubs— 
even you! I see through your plans; you 
should feel like the biggest deal of your 
career is quite a success! And to think I 
married you instead of Jack!” 

It was unfair of me to add that, but I 
did. 


STEVE GRABBED me suddenly and 

his huge hands dug painfully into my 
shoulders. His glaring eyes hypnotized me. 
Suddenly his face lost its tenseness, how- 
ever. He relaxed. I looked at him weeping 
almost, but my rage and jealousy kept me 
on fire. 

“I don’t know what caused this tantrum, 
Cora,” Steve said, “but you’d better see 
a doctor and get something for your nerves. 
Make an appointment—yes, even with Jack 
—I know he would like to be your doctor.” 
He smiled grimly. 


I felt more hurt than ever. Truly my 
husband couldn’t care for me if he wanted 
to throw me in with my old lover again. 
Most likely this was a deliberate plan to 
get rid of me the easy way. 

“Would you really trust Jack Dutton 
with me?” I asked sarcastically, unbe- 
lieving. Disillusioned. 

“Why not?” Steve answered coolly. “I’m 
not worrying about you—or him. After 
all, you chose to marry me instead of him, 
didn’t you? You made a good bargain!” he 
ended with a laugh. 

“T wonder—? Jack was certainly roman- 
tic!” I said cattily, trying to hurt Steve 
in self-defense. 

Steve shrugged. “Jack was a radical in 
school and still is sometimes,” he said, 
ignoring my remark. “I understand he 
turned out to be a good doctor, though.” 

“Jack can do lots of things well,” I 
snapped. 

Steve chuckled, refusing to get angry. 
Just then we heard the creaking of the 
gate’s rusty hinges and Ronda’s childish 
prattle with Aunt Mandy announcing their 
early return. 

Suddenly I felt I couldn’t stand it to 
face them—to be with my daughter, Aunt 
Mandy—and Steve most of all. Deliber- 
ately two-timing me, most likely chuckling 
to himself over it. 

“T won’t be down tonight!” I cried back 
over my shoulder as I left through the 
swinging door and started to rush upstairs 
to my room to be alone with my jealous 
grief. 

I felt sick as I heard Ronda come in to 
be swept up into her father’s arms, heard 
their happy, carefree chatter and laughter. 

“Mother isn’t feeling well—she is going 
to let me be the cook tonight,” Steve told 
her. 

Ronda laughed at daddy’s idea. “I'll 
help you daddy; and Aunt Mandy is a 
good cook. She made waffles for my lunch. 
I wish mother would make waffles some- 
times!” 

“Waffles!” The thought was revolting. I 
climbed the stairs and prepared for bed. 
The cool sheets soothed the heat of my 
body but sleep was evasive and my neck 
was stiff from the propped pillow. I pound- 
ed it furiously, wishing it were Celest. 

“Celest—perfume—to-morrow—Steve in 
Celest’s arms sharing our secret intima- 
cies!” My thoughts were a vicious circle. 

The pressure of my thumbs only ac- 
cented the throbbing in my head. In exas- 
peration, I flung my arms outward, hitting 
the table between my bed and Steve’s. A 
bottle of sleeping tablets tumbled over and 
crashed on the top of the table. Only one 
tablet left. I lifted it out of the broken 
glass and dusted it. It had wings of free- 
dom for my mind that was full of stabbing 
needles. 

Ronda’s laugh became fainter; the 
brightness of the yellow moon began to 
fade, and the table clock ticked lightly as 
if it was bashful and trying to hide from 
me. I felt so warm, so relaxed, floating in 
mid-air—in a dream. 
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I was with dear Jack again—so different 
from Steve. Jack, so warm, so devoted, so 
kind. Long ago, as now, it was the same 
moon with Jack and me. Jack so close, 
whispering, ‘I love you, Cora. You’re mine, 
darling—I understand you. I’m going to 
be a doctor and I’m a man. I feel your 
desires, emotions, Cora; you’re so vibrant; 
you need love, great love, darling! Marry 
me, Cora—not Steve!’ 

Jack’s lips so hard, his body so close, 
so warm—his arms so tight. His voice urg- 
ing me, ‘Marry me, Cora! Steve’s my best 
friend, but you’re not his kind! I need 
you—you’re my inspiration!’ 

I opened my eyes wide for a second, 
closed them again easily, willfully. The 
floating moonbeams lifted me higher and 
higher. 

“Dear Jack—I must see you,” I mur- 
mured. “I will see you in the morning— 


17? 


yes, and Celest, too! 


HE CONSISTENT, insistent banging 

and slapping of the venetian blinds 
bothered me sufficiently to open my swol- 
len eyes to soft sunlight the next morning, 
but heavy pounding anchored my head to 
the pillow. Then I saw Steve’s note propped 
against the table lamp. It was written with 
heavy black ink on white paper and looked 
like a funeral notice. 

“Ronda went home with Mandy. I 
thought you’d like it that way. My case is 
important; my client is in trouble and it 
could be serious. Tell Jack that I said to 
take good care of you. Steve.” 

That taunt again! An important client! 
How deceitful! How shameless! I wadded 
the note tightly and threw it at Steve’s 
picture on the dressing table. “You and 
Celest in New York. Don’t sit there smiling 
at me! Yes—Jack—I’ll see Jack all right 
—and this time I won’t be so—so prudish!” 

I leaped from bed. Vigorous sweeps from 
the stiff brush started circulation in my 
head and a cold shower finished the job. 
I dressed carefully thinking of Jack. 

The bank clock struck ten as I parked 
downtown, then hurried to the perfume 
shop. Spicy perfume odors filled it, tickled 
my nose like an anesthetic. The mirrored 
walls gave me a feeling of spying on my- 
self. Glass compartments served as coun- 
ters and costly foreign and domestic blends 
lay in rich white and black velvet nests 
with glittering atomizers. 

I was impatient. Why should I be wait- 
ing? I picked up a small vial of perfume 
that remained on top of the case and 
sniffed, wondering what my rival looked 
like. My hand shook and the bottle rattled 
loudly as I replaced it. 

“I’d rather come back when I’m calmer,” 
I told myself. The door was an inviting 
refuge and I reached to open it when a 
polite, shallow voice came through drawn 
curtains from behind me. 

“Madame is early this morning. My 
apologies for the delay; please be seated.” 

I gripped the door knob tightly, dread- 
ing to turn around. Cold sweat weakened 
my body and I trembled with ready 


thoughts and angry accusations that filled 
my mind and heart. I turned quickly to 
have the first word but stopped instantly, 
The words would not come; my mouth 
opened and closed without a sound. 

“May I help you, madame?” 

I gazed rudely at a little man in front 
of me. Barely four feet tall he seemed to 
be hiding behind the counter. Large horn. 
rimmed glasses made his bald head and 
pale face stand out like a mask. 

I was blank, caught with surprise, 
“Celest?” I inquired, half whispering. 

“My partner, madame!” He bowed go 
low with the explanation that he seemed 
to be looking at himself in the glass case, 
“Celest is not here, will not be in the 
shop for a few days.” Then with an air of 
dismissal he added, “Please call again,” 
and disappeared behind the curtain. 

The room was silent. My gloved hands 
clenched in round knots. The air was 
heavy with odors and my throat tight with 

sob that couldn’t escape. “It’s true— 
it is true!” I murmured softly to myself. 
“Steve and Celest are together!” I stood 
rigidly rooted to the carpeted floor, my 
ghost-like image staring at me from the 
mirrored walls. A hollow whisper came 
from all corners of the room: 

“Tt is true, it is true, IT IS TRUE!” 

Somewhere a bell rang and _ loosened 
the spell that gripped me. 

Outside, my lungs filled with fresh air 
while the heavy glass paneled door sup- 
ported my trembling body. My eyes 
blurred with tears. “Steve! Steve! How 
could you do this?” my heart cried. 

I rushed away—hurried down the street 
and found Jack’s office with a determined 
purpose. The waiting room was empty and 
I knocked softly on the door marked “Pri- 
vate.” 

“Cora, darling!” Jack opened the door 
wide, then hurriedly took off his white 
jacket and put on his sport coat. “Cora!” 
His hands enfolded mine and held them. 
“T haven’t seen you in months, but I’ve 
thought of you, oh, so much!” 

“I—I’m healthy; I haven’t needed a 
doctor,” I told him nervously. 

Jack’s jovial manner was contagious; 
buoyed me up. I knew there was a twinkle 
in my eye and my laugh became suddenly 
natural, carefree, light. I loved this new 
feeling. Somehow, I didn’t want to spoil 
it by mentioning my quarrel with Steve. 

“Look!” Jack opened the door of the 
refrigerator where he kept perishable med: 
icines. “Just like old times! I’ve been sav- 
ing this champagne for a celebration—and 
this is it!” 

I smiled, excited, thrilled. 

I was forgetting my troubles already— 
and that was good, I felt certain. It was 
what I had to do. 

“Do your patients like a drinking man?” 
I teased Jack lightly, feeling that it was 
the natural thing to do. 

“No more work today, honey. This after 
noon the little card reads ‘OUT’! His long 
slender fingers unwound the thick gold 
tinfoil and removed the wire cap on the 
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bottle. “Shut your eyes and hold your 
ears before the cork pops—like you used 
to do!” he told me, laughing. 

I laughed too, and shut my eyes. Jack’s 
warm lips suddenly pressed against mine 
quickly. That was like old times, too. Si- 
lently, I wondered about Steve and Celest. 
I wanted to hurt Steve. 

Jumpy bubbles sparkled in the glasses 
with an amber glow, some bursting and 
others forming. I watched them as though 
seeing a movie of my thoughts that were 
still arguing, still denying, yet believing 
Steve’s and Celest’s guilt. 

“You’ve done well, Jack—as a doctor,” 
I said to make conversation. “You’ve quite 
a reputation, you know.” I sipped my drink 
slowly, enjoying the misty spray that tick- 
led my nose. I walked toward the window 
and looked at the people on the street 
far below. They looked like dolls; the cars 
like animals from Ronda’s story-books. 

Jack became suddenly serious. He leaned 
close to me. “My pockets are full enough, 
Cora, but my heart is empty!” 

I could feel Jack’s breath warm on the 
nape of my neck. 

“Only you can fill that, darling,” he told 
me earnestly, coaxingly. “It’s always been 
you—only you. You’re so different from 
the rest I’ve known. Cora, look at me! I 
know you still feel the same because you 
came here to me!” 

I gazed into space, trying not to meet 
his hypnotic, commanding eyes. I wasn’t 
different; just like any woman who wants 
her man, sharing him with no one. Strong 
arms were suddenly crushing me, there 
were frantic whispers in my ear, whispers 
that exploded inside me to warm, to satisfy. 

Steve did that to me, and now Celest was 
taking my place. The grating, hammering 
of my heart increased. I thought Jack could 
hear it. Bitter tears dared me to keep them 
back. I didn’t belong here. I turned sud- 
denly, carelessly—I must leave. 

“I’m hungry, Jack,” was all I could say 
for excuse. 

His arms pulled me to him tightly, his 
lips demanding; mine yielding. I knew 
Jack still loved me—wanted me. He was 
successful and charming. Maybe I could 
be happy with him after all. I looked at 
the second glass of champagne. Steve’s face 
floated there, haunting, laughing, positive. 
I gulped the contents to get rid of his eyes. 

“Darling,” Jack tilted my chin. “I still 
paint for a hobby. My last picture is fin- 
ished and I want you to see it. Tell me then 
if you like it—let’s go to my place!” 

“Why not?” I laughed and looked at the 
empty glass. Steve was gone; he wasn’t 
staring at me now. 


ACK WAS silent during the ride to his 

apartment, frequently patting my hand. 
I sat very close, filled with an unexplain- 
able fear. 

The studio-apartment was nice. One-half 
of the drawing-room was glass, giving nat- 
ural light for his work. Boxes of paints, 
easels, props, canvas and brushes gave it 
all a very professional appearance. I gazed 


at the canvas on the frame. It was a haze, 
so-called modern art. I couldn’t interpret 
it. 

“Like it?” Jack pulled me down beside 
him on the couch. “Everybody should have 
a hobby.” 

I ignored the painting and picked up the 
photograph of an exotic and daring young 
woman which had caught my eye. 

“Ts painting or this lady your hobby?” 
I asked a bit jealously. I didn’t expect an 
answer as I suddenly remembered the old 
days clearer than ever. Handsome Jack! 
Every girl in Glensport filled her hope 
chest dreaming of Jack Dutton. How re 
lieved they had been when I’d married 
Steve and left Jack all to their feminine 
wiles. 

But now he was mine—all mine again. 

The first lights of early evening twinkled 
brightly, proudly. I was proud, too. Jack 
still wanted me—Jack, the most desirable 
man in town. I was really first with him— 
always had been—still was, after all these 
years! Doubts melted away with Jack’s 
passionate kisses. Yes, we would be happy, 
very happy together! 

“Jack,” I said then, cautiously, “Steve 
will—” 

“Steve!” The sudden ugliness of Jack’s 
voice startled me. “I’ve never forgiven him! 


. He took you away from me, Cora!” 


Jack took my face in his hands. His eyes 
were tender now, pleading. 

“T wanted to be an artist, but I couldn’t 
—not without you, so I’m a doctor! But 
every day I hate it more and more!” 

For a moment he looked actually pathet- 
ic, bewildered. I felt sorry for Jack—the 
same feeling I had for Ronda—a motherly 
sorrow. 

“T—I don’t want you to tell Steve, Cora,” 
he went on. “I want to tell him—when I’m 
through with her.” 

I saw Jack’s eyes staring at the evil face 
of the woman in the photograph on the 
table. A hollow laugh rumbled up from his 
throat. “A form like Venus—and just as 
hard!” he rasped! “We were friendly— 
a little too friendly!” His eyes narrowed 
into slits of hate as he reached for the 
picture. “She’s a dirty little blackmailer; 
tried to make me guilty of a dope-smug- 
gling racket—pin a rap on me—frame me 
up!” 

With a savage gesture he threw the pic- 
ture into a corner of the room. Then, with 
shaking hands, he filled his glass and 
gulped its contents. “Well,” he cried, ad- 
dressing the woman in the picture sneer- 
ingly, vindictively, “Your father’s little 
plan didn’t work, Adele Celest!” 

He rose, staggered and leaned against 
the table, laughing madly. 

“Little Stevie—in New York right now, 
proving my innocence while I have his wife, 
here—all for myself as I’ve always wanted 
her! Sweet revenge, I call it! Turned out 
better than I thought. I couldn’t have 
planned it better! Had to wake you up— 
Cora!” 

I didn’t catch on entirely just then. But 
things were dawning. 
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“Celest!” I gasped and suddenly put my 
hand over my mouth. 

“Yes, Celest!” Jack repeated sarcastic- 
ally. “Adele Celest—she’s in jail now! 
Steve took old man Celest to New York 
to sign a confession!” 

“Oh!” I felt smothered, my knees weak. 
The whirring drone in my head was con- 
suming me. I had to get out—get out— 
away from here. I knew now what I wanted 
and what I didn’t want. 

Jack was laughing wildly again and 
talking strangely—but I grabbed my things 
and ran. 

“Cora!” Jack’s hysterical scream 
snapped the air once. He sprang after me, 
but I was gone—running fast as though 
pursued by the devil himself. 

I heard only the click, click of my high 
heels in the corridor just then—and the 
tinkle and clatter of the elevator bell and 
door a moment later. I got in—was whisked 
down to the street level. 

Cold air greeted me and cleared the diz- 
ziness from my head as I ran out onto the 
street—along it, heading back to the car. 

A man and a little girl were ahead of 
me at the parking lot. The girl looked at 
me and smiled longingly. “Daddy,” she 
turned away, “I hope mother comes home 
from the hospital soon. We have such good 
times together! She’s my pal, daddy!” 

My reproachful thoughts lashed me. Had 
[ ever given Ronda an opportunity really to 
be my pal? I had done nothing to expect 
Ronda’s love—yet I was jealous of her 
affection for Mandy; jealous of. her love 
for Steve. 

“Pals with Ronda!” The thought thrilled 
me as I drove to Mandy’s house. I prayed 
now for a chance to make Steve’s and my 
child happy; to be a wonderful mother— 
the kind I should always have been. 

My future life, my happiness, depended 
on what Jack would tell Steve about me. 
To hurt Steve he would brag about my 
going to his apartment. It was just like 
him I could see now—he had deliberately 
planned things—had most likely even ar- 
ranged much of all this—he would! 

I found Mandy and Ronda eating. Ronda 
tenderly, surprisingly, accepted the extra 
tight hug I gave her. Mandy followed me 
to the bedroom. 

“Steve is home, Cora. He flew back— 
said he was worried about you and would 
be right over,” she said. 

I hoped Mandy didn’t see my hands 
shaking; glad she didn’t know the queer 
feeling I had inside. 

“Mother,” Ronda called, “we’re having 
waffles!” The hot smoke from the waffle 
iron suddenly became quite welcome. 

“Yes, darling, we’re going to have a lot 
of them from now on! I want one, too, now 

as soon as I take off my hat!” Mandy 
whispered to me, “Steve asked where you 
were, Cora. I told him you had a late ap- 
pointment.” 

“Thanks, honey, thanks for everything!” 
I looked appreciatively into her under- 
standing eyes and kissed her cheek. 


00 


The front door slammed. “Hello!” Steve 
yelled. 

“Hello daddy, we’re having waffles! 
Here’s one for you!” Ronda’s happy voice 
called to him. 

“Honey,” he said, “you'll have to eat 
one for me tonight. I’m going to see Jack 
Dutton about a little business matter. See 
you and mommy at home later.” Steve 
kissed each of us goodbye—and I trembled 
joyously in his embrace. 

But his words set me rigid. I didn’t hear 
Ronda’s subsequent conversation with 
Mandy during the meal; I could only 
hear their voices. I wanted to pray but I 
couldn’t—pray for time to love and live 
with Steve and Ronda. Pray that Steve 
would never know how I distrusted him, 
almost betrayed his trust in me, almost 
went over to the enemy. I had partly, but 
come back to sanity—safety, in time. 

Later, we had been in bed an hour when 
Steve finally came home. Ronda’s good- 
night kiss still clung to my cheek as I lay 
beside Steve, comfortable but scared, wait- 
ing—waiting for him to accuse me. 

The dark room; Steve’s prolonged si- 
lence, my guilt—all made me anxious. 
“How is Jack” I asked with forced casual- 
ness. 

“He had a little too much to drink, I’d 
say,” Steve replied slowly, chuckling soft- 
ly. “He was giving air to his dramatic 
imagination about the fickleness of wom- 
en!” 

“Oh, any—any—anyone in particular?” 
I tried to ask with seeming mild interest. 

Steve didn’t answer my question but 
propped himself on his elbow and looked 
at me. “You know, honey, I think Jack is 
still carrying a torch for you,” he said. 
“Are you still glad you married me in- 
stead?” 

Did Steve know? I wondered. He hated 
scenes and now, I didn’t want one! I 
pulled him to me. “Darling,” I whispered. 
I would make him feel my answer. I wanted 
to be crushed in his arms, secure forever, 
my mistake forgotten and forgiven. And I 
resolved—never again would my brown 
eyes be green. 


THE END 





Health 
(Continued from Page 45) 


bearing upon the health of her baby. 

Among the defects which sometimes 
happen as a result of injuries at birth are 
injuries to the brain, spinal cord or nerves. 
Brain damage may be caused by hemor- 
rhage or from lack of oxygen. Hemor- 
rhage may result from excessive use of 
forceps during delivery. 

If the umbilical cord gets twisted around 
the baby’s neck during birth, the blood 
supply to the brain may be cut off, result- 
ing in damage. Sometimes mucus or other 
fluid gets into the baby’s windpipe and 
must be removed to enable the baby to 
breathe. 
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leaped to his lips. Teddy swung around 
and grabbed up the bottle and poured him. 
self a drink. 

He said to the stranger, “You sure 
picked a hell of a time to come in without 
knocking, man!” 

The man just stood there laughing 
quietly and tugging at his neat mustache. 
“You need a “Do not disturb’ sign for your 
door, old man,” he chuckled. “But don’t 
let me disturb you. I just dropped by to 
remind you about the party at my place 
tonight.” His eyes appraised me coolly. 
“The whole cast is invited,” he added. 

Teddy nodded and tossed off his drink. 
“Okay, Woody. Thanks for the invite. So 
long.” 

Woody chuckled again and went to the 
door. “Ask her if she’s got a friend, 
Teddy,” he said just before the door closed 
behind him. 

Teddy turned back to me. This time he 
didn’t beat around the bush. He had it all 
planned, how I would be his companion at 
the party and afterwards .. . 

And just as bluntly as he put his 
proposition, I refused, wasting no words. 
Then I turned and walked out on the great 
Teddy Brown, idol of the public and self- 
styled backstage wolf. I was plenty burned 
up. I knew exactly what Teddy’s friend, 
Woody, was thinking. And I knew enough 
about how backstage gossip spreads to 
realize that the story would make the 
rounds, growing wilder and more shame- 
ful with each telling. I had to stop it be- 
fore it started. 

So I went back to the chorus girls’ dress- 
ing room and told my own version of what 
had happened. I guess I laid it on a bit 
thick when I got to the part where I told 
Teddy off. At any rate, by curtain time 
the whole cast knew about it and somehow 
it got back to Teddy. He was livid with 
rage as we waited in the wings for the 
overture, but he didn’t say a word. 

Connie, the girl next to me in the line, 
whispered to me, “That wasn’t such a 
smart idea, honey, telling everybody what 
went on in Teddy’s dressing room.” 

“But I couldn’t let everybody think 
that—well, that anything happened when 
it didn’t!” I protested. 

She shook her head. “People will think 
what they want, anyway,” she told me. 
“They're not paying your salary, Teddy 
is. 

“I don’t want lies about me spread all 
around, even if they do come from my 
boss,” I insisted. 

“Look, honey,” she said, patting my 
shoulder, “I’ve been around a lot longer 
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than you have and I’ve made a lot of mis- 
takes. But if there’s one thing I learned, 
it’s this—the worse thing you can do to a 
man is deflate his ego. If Teddy wanted 
us all to think you’d fallen for his line, 

you should have left it that way. As it is 
now, you've outsmarted him, and if I know 
Teddy, he’s going to get even one way or 
another.” 

Before I could reply, the band struck up 
and the show started. I danced mechan- 
ically, turning over in my mind the various 
ways Teddy might show his displeasure. I 
was positive when I left the theater that 
the notice on the backstage call board an- 
nounced “get-away” time as 9 o’clock the 
next morning. 

I had gone directly to my hotel room 
and it was obvious that Teddy had 
changed the time so I would miss the bus, 
knowing he could pick up a girl to replace 
me when the show hit Washington, D. C., 
the next stop on the schedule. 

So there I was, out of a job and only 
two days before I had written Brad telling 
him how wonderfully things had been 
working out. Brad and I had been en- 
gaged long before he was drafted and he 
had begged me to marry him when he 
learned he was to be sent over to Korea. 
But I had refused, even though I loved 
him dearly. I wanted to wait until he re- 
turned and finally convinced him that was 
the wisest course. 

I had a pretty good job and at first it 
was not too hard waiting for Brad to come 
home. I was living with my parents and 
spent my free evenings writing long letters 
to Brad reassuring him of my love and 
promising to wait for him to come back 
to me. As the weeks passed, time began 
to hang heavy on my hands and I took up 
dancing as a hobby. My parents, being 
very religious, objected but there wasn’t 
much they could do about it. 

Then, Teddy Brown had dropped by the 
studio to line up talent for his new revue. 
Several of the girls agreed to join his show, 
but I turned down his offer even though 
the money would have been twice what I 
was making at my regular job. 

However, Teddy wouldn’t take no for an 
answer. He kept telling me what a golden 
opportunity I was passing up and assuring 
me that under his guidance I would soon 
become a star. Oh, he was a smooth 
talker, all right! 

In the end, I gave in and my parents 
all but threw me out of the house. Show 
business to them was a “life of sin,” and 
now that I’d been stranded, wiring them 
for money to get home on was simply out 
of the question. 

To make matters worse, Teddy had gone 
off still owing me a week’s salary and the 
ten dollars and change in my purse was 
all I had in the world. No matter how I 
looked at it, I was in a tough spot with no 
hope in sight. 

I couldn’t help but notice the man when 
he came into the bar. He was like the 
dozens of other sleek, sharply-dressed men 
who sat in their parked cars near the stage 





door and coolly eyed the women in the 
show as they came out. They were not 
Stage Door Johnnys in the sense that they | 


breathlessly awaited a smile from one of | 


the show girls; they were the big shots, the | 
local “sportsmen,” and the girls flocked 


around them because of their big cars and | 


bankrolls to match. 


Hastily, I dried my eyes and pretended | 


to be studying the menu lying on the 
table. As I expected, it wasn’t long before 


the newcomer sauntered over to the booth | 


where I was sitting. 

“Drinking alone?” he asked politely. 

I shook my head, not looking up. 

“T am—unless you'll join me,” he said. 
“How about it? 
name it.” 

I raised my eyes and studied him for a 
moment. His sensuous face held an ex- 
pression of anticipation. I could tell that 
he expected me to leap at his invitation. 


The way he carefully moved his hands so | 
the big diamond on his little finger caught | 


the light told me that he was a showoff. I 
decided to call his bluff. 

“Tt’s much too early in the day for 
drinking,” I said, smiling sweetly, “but 
I am hungry.” I let my finger tap on the 
menu card where steak dinners were listed 
at $3. 

He stared at me as if I were crazy. 
“Later, baby,” he said shortly, and went 
back to the bar. 


HAD EXPECTED as much. I'd long 


since learned that a man who would 


spend $20 on drinks for a girl would | 


sooner die than buy her a 20-cent ham- 
burger. Men are funny that way. So I 
ordered the dinner myself, even though it 
would knock a hole in the lone ten-spot I 


had. 


The food was delicious but I couldn’t | 


enjoy the meal for thinking about men and 
what four-flushing loud mouths they are. 
And the more I thought about pompous, 
overbearing males the angrier I became. 


Anything you want, | 
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When I finished, I lighted a cigarette to 
help stave off the attack of indigestion I | 
felt coming on. Glancing towards the bar, | 
I noticed that the fellow who had spoken 
to me earlier had been joined by a couple 
of friends. They were looking my way 
and slyly nudging each other. 

Then, the first fellow wandered back to 
the juke box and dropped in some coins. 
On his way back to the bar he stopped 
at my booth and leaned over, patting my 
shoulder as if he’d known me all his life. 

“Whenever you’re ready for that drink, 
baby, it’s waiting for you,” he said coax- 
ingly. 





~ When he rejoined his friends, they hov- 
ered around him as if he had just cashed 
in a winning ticket on a horse. From the | 
way my would-be host was acting, I knew | 
he was letting them think that a and ‘ 
were intimate friends—maybe even more. 

That burned me up plenty. Here was a 
guy too cheap to buy a girl a meal, but 
only too willing to give the impression 

that she was his, body and soul. 
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Acting instinctively, I gathered up my 
things and sauntered toward the group at 
the bar. A smile spread from ear to ear 
on my “friend’s” face as he saw me ap- 
proaching. He dug his elbow into the ribs 
of the fellow next to him and winked in 
an “I told you so” manner. He slapped 
his palm on the bar, summoning the bar- 
tender. 

“On me, bartender!” he announced in a 
loud voice. Turning to me he said, “Go- 
ing to top off that fine meal with a little 
drink, eh, baby?” 

I fluttered my eyelashes at him. “I’m 
so sorry, but I’ve got to run,” I said in 
my most innocent manner. “But you can 
take care of this,” I added, handing my 
check to the bartender. 

Fury flared in his eyes as he realized 
how I had tricked him, and for a moment 
I didn’t know what to expect. But I had 
played my cards right. He was ashamed 
to back down in front of his buddies. 
With a sickly grin, he pulled out the 
money and gave it to the bartender. 

I reached up and patted his cheek. 
“Oh, and tip the waitress for me, will you, 
honey? I don’t have any change with 
me. 

With that, I turned and walked out. I 
jumped into the first taxi that cruised by 
and only when I leaned back against the 
cushions did I breathe easily. I had got- 
ten away with it! 

However, the problem of a place to stay 
still remained. There was also the prob- 
lem of money to live on, but I decided to 
take one thing at a time. So I told the 
driver to take me back to the hotel. I had 
already checked out and I knew that I'd 
have to pay in advance to get another 
room. The management didn’t think much 
of show people. 

But when I faced the desk clerk a short 
time later it suddenly dawned on me—I 
was no longer in show business. On the 
spur of the moment I made up my mind 
to shoot the works. 

“I’ve decided to stay on indefinitely,” I 
told the clerk imperiously, “but I must 
have something more comfortable than that 
oversized closet I had before.” 

The clerk gaped. “Just a moment, 
Miss,” he stammered. “I'll have to—just 
a moment. I'll see if we have any va- 
cancies.” 

He picked up the phone and spoke soft- 
ly into it. I pretended to be impatient at 
the delay, but when I took out a cigarette 
and lighted it, it was to hide my nervous- 
ness. I knew the manager would never 
let me have a room without a deposit. 

But my luck held out. I saw a familiar 
figure striding across the lobby and recog- 
nized him as the man who had burst into 
Teddy Brown’s dressing room just when 
it did the most good. 

“Woody!” I called out and hurried after 
him. 

His face lighted up when he saw me. 
“Well, look who’s here!” he said, holding 
out his hand. 
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“Jo Murray,” I introduced myself quick- 
ly. 

“Of course,” he smiled, remembering 
where he’d seen me before. “You and 
Teddy were—” He frowned slightly. “Say, 
I thought the show pulled out this morn- 
ing?” 

“All except me,” I said brightly. “Ted- 
dy and I—well, he wasn’t a gentleman. 
I’m not used to rough treatment.” 

Woody nodded approvingly. “You should 
have come to the party last night. There 
were gentlemen there—me, for instance.” 

I made a face. “Crowds bore me. I’m 
never at my best with a bunch of people 
around,” I said tantalizingly. 

His eyebrows raised and he looked at 
me with renewed interest. “How about 
proving that tonight? We'll have dinner 
and drinks, and then—” 

“And then you'll prove you're a gentle- 
man. Is that it?” I added quickly. 

Instead of answering, Woody laughed 
and said, “I’ll pick you up here about 
eight. Okay?” 

I agreed and went back to the desk. 
Both the clerk and the manager had been 
intently watching the little act ’'d put on 
for their benefit. They all but bowed 
down to the floor. 

“So happy to see you’re going to be our 
guest for a while longer, Miss Murray!” 
gushed the manager, hopping about like 
a little bird. He snatched the key from 
the clerk’s hand and announced, “I/’ll show 
Miss Murray to her room, Jones.” 

Taking my arm, he escorted me up to 
the third floor. At the door he handed 
me the key and gave me a knowing smile. 
“Nothing but the best for Mr. Woodfort’s 
special friends,” he told me before making 
his exit. 

The little man wasn’t kidding, either. The 
two-room suite must have been the best in 
the hotel. I inspected the sitting room, 
then the spacious bedroom, all the time 
wondering what had gotten into the man- 
ager to make him so solicitous of my 
comfort. 

Then what he had said about being a 
“special friend of Mr. Woodfort’s” clicked 
and I had the answer. It was so funny, 
so mixed-up and crazy that I fell across 
the bed, laughing until my sides ached. 

My lessons in male psychology were 
breezing along so fast that I’d have my 
degree in no time at all, I told myself. 
Although I had spoken to Woody in the 
lobby only to escape any embarrassing 
questions the desk clerk might have raised 
—like money—-the manager had assumed 
that I was a friend of the influential Mr. 
Woodfort. And in trying to figure out 
why I stayed behind while the show left 
town, the hotel manager had come up with 
a logical, but utterly wrong explanation— 
I must be Mr. Woodfort’s special friend. 

So he had given me his best accommo- 
dations and hadn’t even mentioned money. 
All men must have one-track minds, I de- 
cided; they see an attractive girl in the 
company of another man and right away 
they jump to conclusions. 


And then it was that I concluded that jt 
didn’t matter what people thought about 
me as long as I knew the truth—and as 
long as I was getting something out of it, 
Starting with Mr. “Woody” Woodfort I in. 
tended to squeeze any man I met for all 
I could get out of him. But most impor. 
tant, the only “squeezing” I would permit 
would be limited to my hand. Maybe a 
kiss if the guy became too insistent. 

I dressed carefully for my date that 
night. Making good use of the art of 
makeup I’d acquired, I used cosmetics to 
heighten the Oriental cast of my features, 
arching my eyebrows and making my lips 
look moist and more sensuous. My dress, 
which had set me back a whole week’s sal. 
ary, was designed to accentuate my slim 
waist and full hips. The neckline was the 
kind that reveals more than it conceals, 

The effect on Woody was more than re. 
warding. You'd have thought he person- 
ally was responsible for the way I looked 
to see him beam with pride as I crossed 
the lobby to join him. I knew that wher. 
ever we would go that night it would be 
mainly for the purpose of giving him a 
chance to show me off. So I was not sur- 
prised when, after dining at the most ex- 
clusive restaurant in town, Woody sug. 
gested that we stop at the Curtain Call for 
a drink or two. 

Woody seemed to know everybody in the 
place and he took great pains to speak to 
each one and paraded the full length of 
the bar with his arm protectingly around 
me. 

“You're quite a big shot,” I said with 
wide-eyed sincerity as we took seats at the 
end of the long bar. “Everybody knows 
you.” 

My remark pleased him, but he waved 
it aside. “I get around,” he said modestly. 

“And popular, too,” I added. “I’m sur- 
prised that none of the local glamour girls 
has a ‘hands off’ sign pinned on you.” 

Woody chuckled. “That’s not because 
they haven’t tried,” he said. 

“Maybe they don’t have the right tech- 
nique,” I said, leaning toward him. 

“Have you?” 

“What do you think?” 

He sucked in his breath and an eager 
light leaped into his eyes. “Why should 
I guess? Id rather find out for myself,” 
he said in a husky voice. 

My thigh pressed against his, but I low- 
ered my eyes demurely. “We'll see,” I 
said vaguely. 


WE DRANK and chatted for a while, 
and then I saw the man who had of- 
fered me the drink enter the place. I tossed 
him a friendly smile and he waved back. 

“Do you know him?” Woody scowled. 

1 shrugged. “He was in here earlier 
today.” 

“You stay away from him.” 

“Why?” I asked, pretending to be sur 
prised. “I thought he was kind of cute 
when he tried to pick me up.” 

Woody nearly choked on his drink. 
“Why, that cheap—! Look, baby, he’s 


FG EE. 








bout 
1 as 
f it, 
[ in- 


all 


por- 
rmit 
ve a 


that 
t of 
S to 
ires, 
lips 
"ESS, 
sal. 
slim 
the 
| Te. 
son- 
ked 
ssed 
her- 
| be 
na 
sur- 


sug: 
for 


the 
k to 
1 of 
und 


with 
the 
ows 
ved 
tly. 
sur- 
‘irls 


juse 


>ch- 


ger 
uld 
ow 
” I 


ile, 


sed 
lier 


sur 
ute 


he’s 








nothing but a cheap hustler. You've got 
class, Jo. I don’t want you fooling around 
with these cats who don’t mean you any 
good!” 

“Do you?” 

“Of course! I’ve got eyes for you, Jo,” 
he told me. “What’s more, I’ve got plenty 
to back it up. I could give you more than 
all the jokers in this joint put together!” 


I looked at him skeptically. “For in- 
stance?” 
“You name it,” he declared. “Any- 


thing you want. Just name it!” 

Later, when I got my door key from the 
desk clerk, I turned to Woody and held out 
my hand. “Well, goodnight,” I said firm- 
ly, “You were sweet tonight, Woody. I 
really enjoyed it.” 

“Wait a minute, baby,” he said quickly. 
“This isn’t goodnight—not yet, anyway!” 

I pretended not to know what he was 
talking about. “Oh, yes,” I insisted. “I’ve 
got to get up early and get out and look 
for a job.” 

“To hell with a job! 
job.” 

“I suppose some big hearted person is 
going to buy my food, my clothes, pay my 
bills?” My voice dripped with sarcasm. 
“That’s quite an expense.” 

“I told you that you’ve got nothing to 
worry about!” Woody said angrily. “Right 
now, let’s talk about tonight.” 

“But I’ve already thanked you for a 
lovely evening,” I said innocently. 

“Don’t give me that! You've 
around, baby.” 

“Oh! You want to come up for a while,” 
I said, as if it had just occurred to me 
what he’d been hinting at. “For one little 
dinner?” I clucked my tongue and shook 
my head sadly. “These local girls have 
spoiled you, Woody.” I snapped open my 
purse. “Why, I could have paid for the 
dinner myself.” 

Woody shoved my hand away and stood 
there glaring at me. 

I tiptoed and kissed him on the cheek. 
“Goodnight,” I said sweetly. Then I turned 
and walked to the elevator. 

Later, as I prepared for bed I wondered 
whether I had carried my act too far. 
Maybe Woody would decide I was too par- 
ticular. In that case, I’d find someone 
else. And I would get my bluff in first, 
make it unmistakably plain that I would 
be an expensive item for any man with 
ideas of getting serious with me. 

When Woody phoned the next day, I 
acted surprised. 

“You aren’t angry with me?” I cooed. 

“Why should I be mad at you, baby?” 
he drawled. “I’m no piker. Meet me 
downtown this afternoon and I'll prove it.” 

Well, that shopping tour was the start 
of it. Woody outfitted me from hat to 


You don’t need a 


been 


shoes, and each item was the most expen- 
sive I could pick out. A few days later, 1 
arranged with the desk clerk to hand me 
my hotel bill when Woody would be with 
me. He paid it. 

I was well aware that sooner or later 
Woody would demand payment for all he 
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was doing for me, but I was too busy en- 
joying it all to worry about the future. 
However, the time came when excuses, 
promises and lies no longer worked. The 
showdown came the very night I first wore 
the mink stole Woody gave me. 

I was all set to say goodnight to him 
outside my door, just as I had so many 
times before, but that night he shook his 
head grimly and pushed his way in. 

“I got some talk for you tonight, baby,” 
he told me, taking a seat as if he planned 
to stay a while. 

“Oh, but it’s so late, darling!” I said. 
“What will people think, seeing you leave 
so late?” 

“They’ll think nothing—because I’m not 
leaving!” 

“But Woody—!” 

“Cut the act, Jo!” he growled. “It was 
cute for a while, but you know what the 
score is.” 

I became indignant. 
gesting that I—” 

“Suggesting, hell! I’m telling you,” he 
said, reaching out and roughly pulling me 
down beside him. 

I was really scared then. I tried to 
struggle. I cried. I pleaded. “Woody— 
please don’t! I’ve never done anything 
like that—never!” 

He released me so suddenly I fell sob- 
bing back against the back of the sofa. 
For a long time he stared at me, unbeliev- 
ing. Finally he must have seen I was tell- 
ing the truth, for he ran his hand through 
his hair and gave a hard, bitter laugh. 
Then he got up and began pacing the 
floor, slamming his fist into his open palm. 

“Please don’t be angry with me, 
Woody,” I begged. “I like you a lot, 
but—” 

“I’m not mad, baby,” he told me evenly, 
“but I don’t like being played for a sucker. 
Mink doesn’t grow on trees, you know!” 
He stopped his pacing and glared at me. 
“You’re nothing but a cheap little hus- 
tler!” he shouted. 

“Don’t you dare call me names!” I 
flared. “If that fur piece means so much 
to you, then take it and get out!” 

He bent down and snatched it up off 
the floor where it had fallen when he 
grabbed me. “Don’t think I won’t do that 
little thing!” he snapped. 

“Now get out!” I ordered. 

He bared his teeth in a mirthless smile. 
“I’m going, but I’m going to fix your little 
red wagon, first, baby!” he said ominously. 

Then, before I realized what he was up 
to, he strode into the bedroom and ripped 
open the closet door. Working like a mad- 
man, he jerked down all my clothes, the 
lovely things he had bought me, and began 
ripping them into shreds. I cowered 
against the wall as he passed me on the 
way out. 

“Don’t worry,” he sneered, “I’m not go- 
ing to give you what you really deserve. 
But take a tip—the next guy may not be 
sO easy on you.” 

I buried my face in my hands, too hurt 
and ashamed to say anything. I heard 


“If you’re sug- 


I gazed up at him 
Something close to 
pity shone in his eyes. 

“You know, baby,” he said softly, “you 
really had me going.” He raised my chin 
in his hand and gazed at me for a long 


him move close to me. 
between my fingers. 


moment. Then he thrust me aside and 
said harshly, “But you forgot one impor- 
tant thing when you tried to be so slick— 
you can’t be a professional and a virgin at 
the same time!” 

Then he turned and walked out, the 
mink stole draped across his arm. 

I slowly sank to my knees in the midst 
of the rags that once had adorned the 
body of which I was so proud. But now 
I felt soiled and so ashamed that the tears 
came in torrents. 

But even as I lay there sobbing so piti- 
fully, knowing that I would wire my par- 
ents for train fare home, I was grateful 
to Woody for one thing. He had proved 
to me something that all the lectures and 
sermons in the world could not do—you 
don’t get something for nothing. 

THE END 


How He Proposed 
(Continued from Page 13) 


and several others worked out an engage- 
ment for me at Mr. Schiffman’s Apollo 
Theater. It was a tremendous morale boost 
to a person who saw no reason to live any 
longer since everything she had known as 
worth while had been swept away. I was 
just that numb. 

That engagement—the marvelous man- 
ner in which I was welcomed back to life 
—the hundreds of old friends who flocked 
to me, all these things enlivened me, gave 
me a purpose to live, to try to get back to 
the top again. When Earl Edwards met me 
at Butts’ and Sue’s home, he said, “Valaida, 
maybe you don’t remember, but we once 
worked together on TOBA.” I tried to 
place his face, but the passing years do 
things to one’s thinking, especially in my 
case where I had survived the great mental 
strain of being a prisoner of war. 

He explained where we had met. Slowly, 
I began filling in the missing parts... 
How he kidded me for being “born en 
route,” that is while my parents were on 
the road. It happened in Los Angeles. We 
laughed together over that old “Gold Dust 
Twins” act and I told him that my brother, 
Jay Gould, now lives in Oklahoma. 

He knew all about my marriage to Nias 
Berry of the Berry Brothers dancing act. 
He said that he had kept up with me over 
the years when I was starred for week on 
week in the great floor show at Ed Fox’s 
Grand Terrace Cafe in Chicago. We re 
called together the names of some of the 
headliners—the Berry Brothers, Arthur Lee 
(Georgia Boy) Simpkins, Son and Sonny, 
the mighty Earl Hines orchestra, the ball 
room team of Neeres and Meeres, the late 
singing star, Alma Smith; the comedian, 
Billy Mitchell; Katherine Perry; that sem 
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sational chorus line that was so terrific that 
the girls frequently stopped the show with 
their goofing—something not done by danc- 
ing lines today. 

He had even kept a scrapbook on my 
theater engagements at the Palace, the 
Paramount on Broadway, the Apollo in 
Harlem, the Earle in Philadelphia, the 
Stanley in Pittsburgh; the Oriental in Chi- 
cago—theaters across the nation. He told 
me he had seen me work many a night in 
the Cotton Club where my name was in the 
lights over revues that starred Aida Brown, 
Fredi Washington and Al Moore, George 
Dewey Washington, Pegleg Bates, Duke 
Ellington, Cab Calloway, Jimmie Lunce- 
ford. 

All that talk resulted in our getting 
around together. We went to dinner fre- 
quently; made weekly visits to the Savoy 
Ballroom to see the amateur boxing bouts 
directed by Eddie Plicque; we talked a lot 
about show business, about music and 
mostly, about my future. Earl showed an 
interest in what was happening to me that 
only a father—or someone deeply in love— 
could have displayed. 

Unconsciously, I found myself turning 
more and more to him for guidance. He 
is a level-headed, slow-moving chap, but 
one who takes no steps unless he is more 
or less sure of his ground. On top of all 
this, he has no fear in talking up for what 
he wants. 

One night Earl came by my hotel to 
drive me to the Rhumboogie. We rode 
along the boulevard in silence for several 
blocks and I wondered what was the matter 
with him since he usually was full of con- 
versation. 

Then as we stopped for a traffic signal, 
he turned to me and said, “Say Valaida, 
I’m not getting any younger. Neither are 
you. You need somebody to look after you 
and I need somebody for me to look after 
as well as someone to look out for me. How 
about you and me?—I mean, getting mar- 
ried?” 

We were married in Detroit on October 
1, 1943, at the home of an old time trouper 
known as “Chesapeake.” A large group 
of our friends who were either working or 
living in Detroit, came to the wedding. 

“Well, Valaida,” Earl told me later, 
“you’ve got yourself both a husband and 
a manager. I’m going to see to it that your 
career is the A-1 consideration in this fam- 
ily.” He did. I got some top flight exclu- 
sive bookings right off. Among them were 
engagements at the Latin Casino in Phila- 
delphia, the Town Casino in Buffalo, four 
times at Cafe Society, Downtown, in New 
York, the Prince George Hotel, in Toronto, 
the Elmwood Hotel in Windsor, the Haig 
Theater Restaurant in Hollywood, the 
Bowery, Detroit, and many, many others. 

In having Earl Edwards for my husband, 
I know I’ve been blessed. There are not 
many women who endured what I did in 
Europe and then returned from near death 
to begin life all over again with a wonder- 
ful man at their side. 


I’m Not 
Afraid To 
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ing so, even if they have the money and 
everything else to work with. 

The inexperienced or easily impressed 
showgirl is the favorite target of the 
phonies who take advantage of their hopes 
and dreams. But a girl who has watched 
the smooth operators at work at ringside 
tables and at stage doors soon learns to 
spot the men who mean her no good. 

So I was understandably skeptical when 
Mr. Smith, an impressive looking, middle- 
aged man, showed more than a casual in- 
terest in my career. I inquired about him 
and learned that he really was as wealthy 
as he had said and that he was genuinely 
interested in the theater. 

Mr. Smith turned out to be a gentle- 
man in every sense of the word, and I en- 
joyed his company. Then one night he 
told me what was on his mind. I had 
joined him at his table during the inter- 
mission between shows and when he or- 
dered champagne, I said jokingly, “What 
is this? Some kind of celebration?” 

“Exactly, my dear!” he said enthusias- 
tically. “You know, I’ve been more and 
more impressed with your talent each time 
I’ve come here, and tonight I made up my 
mind—I’m going to back you in a show of 
your own!” 

I could only stare at him in astonish- 
ment, and I guess he saw the disbelief in 
my expression, for he added, “Yes, I’m 
quite serious about it. Of course, I would 
become your manager and book you into 
only the most exclusive spots. That is, if 
my proposal is agreeable with you.” 

“I—I don’t know,” I said hesitantly. 
“This is all so sudden.” 

“There is one thing more—” 

I waited. It was too good to be true, I 
thought, here come the strings. 

“Tt will mean hard work,” Mr. Smith 
continued. “More study, too. I want you 
to have special dance instruction, tutoring 
in voice and dramatics. There’s only one 
place to get all that—Paris!” 

I was overwhelmed. Somehow I man- 
aged to restrain my excitement and I told 
him I would have to give the idea some 
careful thought. And that’s exactly what 
I did. A decision like that cannot be made 
overnight and I took my time. I also 
talked to a few close friends about it and 
finally decided to accept Mr. Smith’s offer. 

Of course, it meant leaving the show, 
but Larry was wonderful about it. He had 
been thinking for some time about taking 
the show to Europe and suggested that 
while over there I could explore the possi- 
bilities; in other words, act as his foreign 
booking agent. I readily agreed. 
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As time approached for me to leave, | 
began to realize just how much I woul 


miss all my friends. But they gave m 
something to remember them by—a gak 
bon voyage party at Chicago’s popula 
Archway Lounge. Larry was host to the 
entire cast and other theatrical personal. 
ties, including Louis Jordan and Sarah 
Vaughan. Everyone was very kind and] 
left for New York with all their beg 
wishes. 

On Christmas Eve in 1952, I boarded , 
plane for Paris and landed at Orley air. 
port just outside the French capital 
Christmas Day. The passengers were 


greeted by hostesses, who escorted us to | 


the little bus which was to take us into 
the city since it was a holiday and there 
were no taxis. 

I checked into the Hotel Napoleon, 
where my reservations had been made, and 
tried to relax. But I was too excited by 
the breathtaking dash across the Atlantic 
and by the beauty of Paris. 

The next day I called friends to ap. 
nounce my arrival and later got together 
with some of them who had been in Paris 
for some time. They were not very en- 
couraging when I explained the purpose 
of my trip. It would not be easy to get 
into a school, they warned me. When | 
went to the Conservatory, where I was to 
study voice, I discovered how right they 
were, 

Madam Rombonti, the voice tutor, was 
impressed when I auditioned for her but 
told me that it would take a week or two 
to enroll me at the Conservatory. I found 
that I also had to demonstrate my ability 
when I applied for admission to ballet 
classes at L’Opera. 

During the waiting period, my friends 
showed me Paris. We went to the Folies 
Bergere, Lido and other famous clubs and 
cafes, and because they live in Montmarte, 
my friends were able to show me a side of 
Gay Paree that few tourists get to see. 

After my classes began, I had little time 
for sight-seeing. After school I would go 
to the apartment of Gayrelle, a girl I had 
met, who was teaching me French. Al 
though I was extremely busy and studying 
hard, I recall those days as some of the 
happiest I’ve known. They came to an 
abrupt end when Mr. Smith suddenly ap 
peared in Paris. 

My sponsor explained that he had come 
to see how I was progressing, but I sus 
pected something more was behind his 
trans-Atlantic trip when his remarks indi- 
cated what was really on his mind. Grad- 
ually, it came out. He seemed to be jeal 
ous of my friends, my studies, anything 
that occupied my interest. Finally, one 
day I demanded a showdown. 

Only then did my friend and benefactor 
reveal his true interest in me. He told me 
frankly that he wanted me to dance for 
him alone; that he would keep me im 
school as long as I agreed to devote all my 
time to him. I was honestly shocked, be 
cause, until then, our relationship had 
been on a strictly impersonal basis. 
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I had said “yes” to his original sugges- 
tion because I knew that further profes- 
sional training would be helpful in my 
career, but to his new and totally unex- 

ted proposition I could only say “no.” 

“Barbara, I’m accustomed to getting 
what I want,” he told me frankly. “If you 
were my wife—” 

But I still said no. I returned to the 
States with memories of those brief, but 
wonderful weeks in Paris and some dance 
and vocal instructions that I put to good 
use when I joined the Clarence Robinson 
show. 

Mr. Smith’s proposal of marriage had 
proved his respect for me, but it had not 
changed my mind. He had already shown 
how jealous he could be of anyone or any- 
thing that interfered with his plans for me. 
I knew that he would not want me to con- 
tinue my career, even if it meant keeping 
me in school for years to come. 

I had already had one disappointment 
in marriage and I was not anxious for 
another. And it was my determination to 
accomplish something on my own that had 
contributed to my conflicts with my hus- 
band. I had met Manuel on a double date 
at a sorority dance in Los Angeles. He 
was my best girl friend’s escort that night, 
so I was surprised when he telephoned the 
next day and asked to see me. 

It turned out that just as I had assumed 
he was romantically interested in my girl 
frend, he had thought I was going with 
the fellow who had taken me to the dance 
the evening before. We both were wrong; 
neither Manuel nor I had fallen in love— 
until we saw each other. 

He was a tall, good-looking boy who was 
studying to be a Diesel engineer. Three 
months after we met, he asked me to mar- 
ry him and, very much in love, I said yes. 
Perhaps the stars in my eyes blinded me 
to his faults, but at the time, Manuel 
seemed almost as proud of my theatrical 
scrapbook as I. 

There was not much in it in those days, 
just a few photographs and clippings, 
which to me were proof that someday I 
would be a star. The reviews of my per- 
formance in “Carmelita” were the ones I 
prized most. It was an operetta produced 
in Russ Auditorium in San Diego. Hun- 
dreds of high school students throughout 
the city auditioned for the cast and I was 
selected for the role of Juanita, a Spanish 
dancer. 

Constance Herreschoff, critic of the San 
Diego Journal, said in her review of the 
production, “Talent scouts should take a 
look at Barbara Velasco, charming and 
vivacious little number, cast as Juanita, 
the dancer.” 

The talent scouts were there, all right, 
and I not only got offers from Paramount 
Studios but was offered a contract with the 
Ballet Russe, which was then appearing in 
Los Angeles. My mother, a strict Seventh 
Day Adventist, turned them all down, but 
she did allow me to be in a Greek Relief 
benefit show, at which many Hollywood 
stars appeared. 


ONVINCED that I could never over- 

come my mother’s objections, I went 
to live with my brother and his wife in Los 
Angeles, where I entered college. And al- 
though I was devoting most of my time to 
school and the usual pastimes of a teen- 
ager, I had not given up my dreams of a 
dancing career. 

Manuel knew all this when he asked me 
to marry him and I thought he understood. 
But after I quit college to become his wife, 
he raised almost as many objections to a 
stage career as my mother had. 

But even that was not as discouraging 
as Manuel’s failure to mature into a hus- 
band who took the responsibilities of mar- 
riage like a man instead of a pampered 
child. We lived with his parents, an un- 
fortunate arrangement, because he never 
learned to stand on his own feet. If 
things became a little rough there was al- 
ways someone to fall back on; if he got 
fed up with a job, he would quit, knowing 
that we could get money from his doting 
parents. 

We weren’t getting anywhere like that, 
so I finally persuaded Manuel that we 
should get an apartment of our own. 
That’s what we did and for a short while 
we recaptured some of the romance of our 
courtship and honeymoon. But we were 
both too young and too immature to make 
a go of it, even with a new start. All the 
old tensions and resentments flared into 
the open the moment we tried to discuss 
our future or my ambitions. 

The truth was Manuel was not yet ready 
to declare his independence from his par- 
ents, both fine people but over-protective 
towards their only child. And when 
Manuel suddenly decided to move back 
with his folks, I realized that our marriage 
was doomed. I left my husband, and, al- 
though he begged me to come back, I saw 
no point in dragging out the end of some- 
thing that had started out so beautifully. 

The failure of my marriage left a scar 
that was a long time healing. As far as 
men are concerned, I love ’em, adore ’em 
and someday I'll say “yes” to the right 
man. He will have to be intelligent and 
understanding, and have a wonderful per- 
sonality ; someone who likes outdoor sports. 
When I meet someone like that, I might 
give up my career for marriage. But right 
now, my future in show business is the 
most important thing in my life. 

It was Clarence Robinson, producer of 
Tropicana Revue that toured the east and 
played the Band Box on Broadway, who 
gave me my first chance to get out on my 
own. Right now I’m working on my spe- 
cialty act, a rhythm version of the flamen- 
co, and brushing up on my singing and 
dramatics. When I feel I am ready, I hope 
to get bookings as a single act. 

Meanwhile, I do not regret having said 
“yes” when Larry Steele offered me my 
first professional job. I have done just as 
well or better financially than if I had 
taken an ordinary job. Not only that, but 
in show business a person gets a better 
understanding and a broader view of life. 
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Too often the public gets the wrong im- 
pression of show people. They are not 
all wild and vulgar as some people think; 
you can’t judge the contents of a barrel by 
one rotten apple. It is possible for a girl 
in show business to remain just as sweet 
and nice as a housewife or a secretary. I 
learned that an individual is changed by 
his surroundings only if he lets himself 
be changed. 

’ll drink a cocktail or two when the oc- 
casion calls for it, but never while I am 
working. I go straight home after each 
show and to bed, and because I am an 
early riser I spend the mornings playing 
tennis or riding or doing my share of the 
housekeeping in the apartment I share 
with my sister. 

Both of us are great ones for entertain- 
ing at home and often the large living 
room is bustling with activity. On a 
typical evening you might find us enter- 
taining a dancer or two, a writer, a fash- 
ion designer and whoever else has dropped 
in. Perhaps I have just cooked dinner for 
a couple of out-of-town friends and the 
others share “pot luck” or settle for a 
drink and some pleasant conversation. 

I appreciate the compliments of the 
women more than I do those from the men 
guests, because half the fun of coming 
home after a road tour is the opportunity 
to enjoy a good home-cooked meal. Maria 
readily concedes that my talent in this de- 
partment surpasses hers. 

Of course, we get around to playing 
records from our collection and everyone 
must maintain a respectful silence when 
we get to my favorite, the Victor album 
“Perfume Set to Music.” Later, the en- 
tire bunch will go out to a club—the Bon 
Soir to catch the ever-popular Mae Barnes, 
or to Club Savannah in Greenwich Village, 
or to see the incomparable Sophie Tucker. 

When it comes to dates, it doesn’t mat- 
ter whether the fellow can afford to take 
me to an expensive night spot or not; the 
main thing is whether he is good company. 
A hamburger and a coke with someone 
you like can be much more satisfying than 
filet mignon and champagne with someone 
you don’t like. 

I don’t consider myself a prude, but I 
know that sensible hours, good food and 
proper exercise are necessary if a girl 
wants to keep her health and beauty. I 
like casual attire, but my evening gowns 
and costumes are in the height of fashion. 
They are especially designed for me by 
Phil De Masi of John Morgan’s. 

Like other girls in show business, I get 
many offers of dates from all kinds of 
men. I try to be diplomatic in turning 
them down, but if necessary, I can be 
brutally frank. A girl should be honest 
enough to tell a man that he is wasting 
his time trying to get serious with her, 
then they can settle down to being friends, 
if that is what he wants. 

I once said “yes” when I didn’t mean 
it; I kidded a fellow along and in the 
end he was terribly hurt. He was a won- 
derful person and I liked him, but I should 
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never have agreed to marry him. When it 
came to fulfilling my promise I found that 
I could not go through with it. I vowed 
then never to let that happen again. 

I'll say “yes” to any honest-to-goodness 
proposition that will promote my career or 
help me avoid the monotony of a routine 
But when it comes to love, I'll 


existence. 
do some long, hard thinking first. When, 
and if I do, say yes, I'll mean it. 

THE END 


Health 
(Continued from Page 47) 


struation, between one and six ounces of 
blood are lost. If it is more than six ounces 
the loss is considered abnormal. A peculiar, 
but scientifically explainable, characteris- 
tic of menstrual blood is the fact that it 
does not clot. Other blood, say from a cut 
finger, forms a firm clot in 3 to 4 minutes, 
but not menstrual blood. 

There is a great deal of misinformation 
about what one can or cannot do during 
the menstrual period. For instance, there is 
a general belief that a bath cannot be taken 
for fear of becoming ill. There is no basis 
for this belief. Not only should a men- 
struating woman take her customary baths 
but she should be even more vigilant about 
personal cleanliness because the skin secre- 
tions are more profuse. 

Moreover, contamination of the body 
with menstrual blood makes it essential 
for scrupulous cleansing. If there is a dis- 
taste of soiling the bath water with men- 
strual blood then the shower or a sponge 
bath should be used. Good hygiene de- 
mands, first of all, excellent care of the 
body. It does not require any restrictions 
or alterations of the daily routine of living, 
either as to work, diet or recreation. 

How to deal with the shedded blood has 
always been a problem for women. There 
is the problem of soiling the clothing and 
the problem of the odor of the decomposing 
blood. It is customary to wear some kind 
of pad to absorb the blood as it flows from 
the organs. However, if menstruation starts 
suddenly as it often does in some women, 
they are sometimes drenched with blood 
before it is convenient to apply a pad. 

Then, if the flow is copious and quickly 
saturates the pad she must withdraw her- 
self in order to make a change. A woman 
who is a lady and observant of the rules 
of etiquette must do this unobtrusively 
without making those around her ac- 
quainted with what is going on. 

Some women are very careless about this. 
They let it be known very plainly either 
by word of mouth or by actions that they 
are having their periods. This is offensive 
to other people, even though it is a normal 
and common happening. 
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All women should know the approximate 
date on which their period is likely to 
come. This can be determined by making 
a few monthly observations. Most women 
(about 70%) menstruate every 28 days, 
The next largest number have their periods 
every 30 days. The remaining have shorter 
or longer intervals between periods. Having 
determined her period interval, there jis 
no excuse for a woman to be unprepared 
although a variation of 2 to 3 days is the 
rule rather than the exception. 

She should also have some idea from 
previous experience how much she will 
flow. This varies with each person and 
often from period to period. Every woman 
knows that there is no regularity about 
either the date of menstruation, the length 
of flow, or the amount of blood lost. One 
writer has said that the only constant thing 
about menstruation is its inconstancy. 

Above all things, a woman must care 
for herself during menstruation so that 
she gives off no offensive odor. Bad odors 
arise from two sources. First, as mentioned, 
the skin glands secrete more of an oily sub. 
stance. This must be removed by bathing 
and frequent change of clothing, otherwise 
the secretion becomes rancid. 

Second, once the blood leaves the natural 
openings of the body it decomposes very 
quickly. Absorbed into the ordinary pad, 
the blood is exposed to the outside air from 
where it picks up decomposing bacteria. 
These germs grow readily because the 
blood provides them with good nourish 
ment and the body warmth provides favor- 
able incubation. Decomposition is always 
accompanied by foul odors. 

A woman has at her disposal two types 
of commercial appliances to take care of 
the menstrual blood. One is a rectangular 
pad of cotton covered with gauze. This 
type is pinned over the vagina. It can be 
disposed of in the ordinary toilet. 

The other type is known as a tampon and 
is inserted into the vagina. It consists ofa 
cylinder of compressed absorbent cotton 
and is introduced through a paper tube in 
which it is bought. The cotton expands 
and is capable of absorbing a large amount 
of blood. The used tampon is removed by 
an attached string. 

Actresses, dancers on the stage, and fe 
male athletes have long used them because 
of their invisibility and their securely-fixed 
inside position. 

The violent reaction of many women to 
their menstrual periods is due more to 
psychological factors than physical. This 
is undoubtedly due to the fact that in early 
girlhood, mothers have coddled their 
daughters during their “trying” period and 
have overemphasized the importance and 
significance of menstruation. 

It is our belief that if one knows the 
physiology of menstruation, the simple 
rules of hygiene, and the probabilities of 
unmeaningful irregularities, there need not 
be any upset in the regime of living e* 
cept, of course, when some outstanding 
abnormality exists, in which case expert 
medical advice should be sought. 
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Is Marriage 
The End 
Of Love? 


(Continued from Page 11) 


a cross between Mr. B., King Cole, and 
T-Bone Walker. Six months from now, 
he'll be a has-been.” 

“T’ll pass on your expert opinion to Buck. 
You see, I’m Mrs. Watson,” I announced 
in a haughty voice that was intended to 
shrivel this blunt critic of Buck’s wonderful 
new record. 

Val Walker merely raised his eyebrows 
in mild surprise. “I repeat, the guy’s on a 
kick that can’t last. The public will get fed 
up with his style.” He studied me with a 
frank stare that made me lower my eyes, 
then stood up and bowed. “But don’t get 
me wrong,” he added with a smile, “you, 
I like. I don’t think the guy rates a dish 
like you!” 

The next moment he was gone, his tall, 
gangling frame swallowed up in the gay 
crowd that filled the room, and I was left 
alone with my mixed emotions of dislike 
for Val Walker for not liking Buck, and at 
the same time gratitude for the lift he had 
given my battered ego. 

Never before had anyone even suggested 
that I was an individual in my own right. 
Yet, this impudent young disc jockey had 
bluntly declared that Buck was unworthy 
of me! 

Of course, such an idea was ridiculous, 
I told myself, despite the warm glow the 
thought generated inside me. Without 
Buck, I was nothing; he was my whole 
life. Looking at him now, deep in conver- 
sation with a tall, willowy blonde from one 
of the daily newspapers, he was at his best. 

He fairly radiated confidence and charm, 
and his new suit did wonders for his rugged 
good looks. Buck’s skyrocketing success 
after the long discouraging months of try- 
ing to make the grade, seemed to bring 
him out of the shell into which he so often 
took refuge. 

Buck was just across the room from me, 
yet it seemed he was farther away from me 
than ever. My eyes misted as I recalled the 
happiness we had shared in the past. What 
had happened to us? I wondered. We were 
penniless in those days, yet just being to- 
gether made up for everything else we 
lacked. 

The sudden change came when—no! I 
thrust the evil thought from my mind. But 
it kept returning to plague me. Everything 
pointed to the one explanation I dreaded— 
Buck’s affection for me began to cool right 
after we stopped living together and took 
the solemn vows of matrimony. Was mar- 
tiage the end of love? 

I certainly hadn’t thought it was that 
day months ago when Buck walked into the 
roadside diner where I worked and ordered 
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a blue plate special. That had been a long 
time ago; so long ago that I wondered 
whether Buck remembered—or cared. 


T WAS LATE one evening more than a 

year ago when a stocky figure turned 
off the highway and headed towards the 
diner. From a distance, his nondescript 
appearance gave me a few anxious mo- 
ments because I was all alone in the place. 
“Pop,” the old man I worked for, hadn’t 
yet returned from a trip into town. 

But the instant the stranger entered the 
diner, knocking the dust off his blue jeans 
and GI jacket as carefully as if they were 
elegant dinner clothes, I sensed that this 
was no ordinary hitchhiker. 

There. was something about the way he 
held his head that made me forget about 
his shabby exterior, something about the 
steadiness of his deep-set brown eyes that 
made me wonder why he was on the road. 
The twelve-stringed guitar slung over his 
shoulder added to his unusual appearance. 

Under the stubble that covered his face, 
I saw the stubborn line of his jaw, and 
his nose and high forehead might have 
been molded from pure bronze. The hu- 
morous twinkle in his alert eyes relieved 
the grimness of his general appearance. 
I had a feeling that no one had ever really 
broken through the wall of reserve that 
seemed to isolate him from the outside 
world. 

He ate slowly but steadily, not speaking 
until he had finished. Then he pushed the 
plate away from him with a satisfied sigh 
and pulled out cigarette papers and a limp 
bag of tobacco. I offered him a smoke from 
my pack and he smiled his thanks. After 
a few drags, he pinched out the cigarette 
and stuck it behind his ear. 

“I’m afraid I owe you an apology, 
Miss—?” 

“Andrews—Belle Andrews,” I told him. 

“Well, Miss Andrews, the fact of the 
matter is I have no money,” he said as 
casually as if ordering a second cup of 
coffee. “I’ll have to work for my supper— 
or sing for it.” 

“You're a singer?” I asked dubiously. 

He nodded. “But not an ordinary one. 
The songs I sing are my own—words and 
music by yours truly, Buck Watson!” 

By some rapid mental calculation, I fig- 
ured that I had enough in tips to pay the 
dollar and a half for his meal, so I nodded 
and said, “Okay, Mr. Watson. Start sing- 
ing!” 

Buck pulled out a dog-eared notebook 
from his hip pocket and leafed through 
the pages. He picked up the guitar and 
began to sing, his clear, resonant voice 
filling the low-ceilinged diner. I stood en- 
tranced as he sang song after song, each 
one of them ten times better than anything 
on the juke box that stood in a corner. 

A customer came in, but silently took a 
stool and sat there listening, apparently 
forgetting about his order. Even Pop said 
nothing when he returned and found his 
eating place turned into a temporary thea- 
ter. He took in the situation at a glance, 
grunted, and waited until the performance 


was over. Then he joined the customer 
and me in a burst of applause. 

“Some pretty nice singin’, young fella” 
Pop remarked, then casting a shrewd eye 
at Buck’s empty plate, added, “Make any 
money at it?” 

“Not yet,” Buck confessed. “But I’m go. 
ing to! That’s why I’m heading for Ney 
York.” 

“Humph! Well, I hope your back is ag 
strong as your tonsils,” Pop said dryly, 
“How about headin’ for that pile of dirty 
dishes in the kitchen sink? Reckon that'l 
just about square us for that blue plate 
special.” The old man tilted his bird-like 
head. “Or mebbe you can pay your bill?” 

I was just about to tell Pop that I would 
take care of it when Buck threw back his 
head and laughed goodnaturedly. “Mister, 
that’s the best criticism of my singing I’ve 
heard yet!” He slapped his notebook of 
songs against the counter. “More than a 
year’s work in here and none of it worth 
a meal in a roadside hash house?” 

But he didn’t seem discouraged because 
Pop didn’t think much of his singing. With. 
out a word of protest, he rolled up his 
sleeves and set to work. I admired him for 
that. 

Later, when I went off duty at midnight, 
Buck walked me to the tiny tourist cabin 
Pop rented to me at a reduced rate. The 


occupants of all the other cabins in the | 


semi-circular courtyard had retired and the 
only light was the faint reddish glow from 
the diner’s neon sign blending with the 
pale moonlight. 

My hand rested lightly on Buck’s arm as 
we strolled along. Suddenly he stopped, 
and we stood listening to the lonely call of 
a bird in the distance. 

“The ‘call of the wild,’” he said jok 
ingly. 

“That bird is headed north for the sum 
mer,” I said sadly, wishing desperately that 
I could put into words the strange stirring 
in my breast. “You'll be moving on too.” 

It seemed as though I had known him 
all my life and that the prospect of facing 
tomorrow without him near saddened me, 
It was impossible to explain, but that’s the 
way it was. 

Buck jammed his fists into his pockets. 
“A few hours ago I would have said good: 
bye and started on down the highway with 
out a backward glance,” he told me, his 
voice soft and full of bewilderment. 

“But it’s different now, Belle. I’ve been 
beating around the country looking for 
something. Never could stay in one place 
very long without getting itchy feet. But 
right now I feel more at home than I ever 
have anywhere in the whole 48!” 

He placed his hands on my shoulders and 
peered closely into my upturned face. ‘I 
don’t know whether it’s the magic of the 
moonlight or—” 

I waited breathlessly, my body tingling 
under the pressure of his strong fingers 
“Or what, Buck?” I asked softly. 

He didn’t answer, but his eyes, deep and 
dark under the shadow of his heavy brows, 
studied me as if memorizing every feature 
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of my face. I swayed against him and 
heard my voice pleading in strained tones: 
“Take me with you, Buck! Don’t leave me 
alone!” 

As if moved by some powerful outside 
force, we pressed together until we blended 
into one shadow on the moonlit ground. One 
passionate heartbeat. One eager, burning 
kiss. My lips, hard against his, told him 
of my loneliness, my longing for love, my 
need for affection. His tender caresses 
promised a lifetime of devotion and loving 
care. 

Buck led me to the bench outside my 
cabin and we sat down. I rested my head 
on his broad chest and his arms enfolded 
me gently. We talked softly, oblivious of 
time and the whole world, exchanging the 
memories, the hopes and the dreams we 
each had cherished. Every now and then 
stealing kisses that sent my enraptured 
heart soaring high above the tips of the 
elms towering over us. 

The rising sun was tinting the eastern 
sky when I awoke, still cradled in Buck’s 
arms. 

That was the beginning. That was the 
start of something beautiful that was now 
ending in a crowded penthouse high above 
Harlem... . 


OMEONE shoved another martini into 

my hand and I was forced back to the 
present. Buck was off in a corner, flanked 
by two glamorous women. It was Bill 
Cowan who had interrupted my flight into 
the past. 

“You should be mighty proud of that 
husband of yours, Belle,” he beamed. “A 
terrific performer! Why, he'll be king of 
the juke boxes with a few more hits like 
this first one. The public will love him!” 

“So I see,” I commented with a wry 
smile. 

Bill threw a quick glance at Buck and 
the feminine admirers around him, then 
patted my hand in a fatherly gesture. “The 
price of fame, Belle. Don’t let it get you 
down,” he advised. “It doesn’t mean a 
thing.” 

I couldn’t help wondering whether any 
one of the smartly-dressed creatures fussing 
over Buck could have endured five minutes 
of being married to him. Not that I re- 
gretted a single moment of our relation- 
ship; on the contrary. I treasured every 
sacrifice, every triumph and failure we 
shared during the 12 months we had been 
together. 

Bill had to bustle off to buttonhole some 
important guest he’d just spotted, leaving 
me to my unpalatable drink and recollec- 
tions of the past. . . . 

We had left Pop’s place two days after 
Buck’s arrival, deciding that we would wait 
until we got to New York to be married. 
The old guy was genuinely sorry to see me 
go and he disapproved of the delay in our 
marriage. He slipped an extra’s week’s 
salary into my hand and whispered, 

“He’s a nice fella and all that. Belle, but 
he’s the roving type. You get some papers 
on him, you hear? Make him marry you!” 


Then came the long, bone-jolting bus 
ride, the frantic search for a place to live 
and setting up housekeeping on the few 
dollars I had—all without benefit of clergy. 

But somehow, that didn’t seem im- 
portant to me then. I was positive that no 
legal document could make us any more 
married than we already were. We were 
united in spirit, and that was what counted. 

I took a job as a waitress, while Buck 
spent his days taking his songs around to 
various publishers and record companies. 
He didn’t have much luck at first, but no 
matter how rough things got we could for- 
get all our troubles at night in each other’s 
arms. 

Finally, a new outfit, Suntan records, 
entered the field. They were interested in 
Buck’s songs but advised him to build him- 
self up as a performer so he wouldn’t be 
totally unknown to the public. 

That was when Bill Cowan took Buck 
over and booked him into small clubs. Our 
luck took a sudden change for the better 
and life was good. Soon I was able to quit 
work and devote all my time and energy 
to being a housewife—housekeeper, to be 
more accurate. For Buck and I had not yet 
married. 

Call it a guilty conscience or a desire for 
respectability, the truth was I became more 
and more concerned about our relation- 
ship. Pop’s well-meant advice kept return- 
ing to me—“get papers on him . make 
him marry you!” 

Buck raised no serious objections when 
I brought the matter up. He took me in his 
arms and playfully tweaked my nose. “Bet- 
ter let well enough alone.” he said with a 
humorous twinkle in his eye. “I once knew 
a couple who were together for years. You 
never saw two happier people. 

“They'd never been to the preacher. but 
they married, all right. In fact, if they’d 
been any more married they couldn’t have 
stood it! But then the woman started nag- 
ging my buddy to make an ‘honest’ woman 
of her. so he finally gave in and they made 
it legal. Six weeks later, they broke up 
and neither one has been the same since!” 

Nevertheless, the day Buck went into 
the show at the Playland Club in Harlem, 
we went down to City Hall and got a li- 
cense. We had been married about a month 
when Suntan signed Buck to an exclusive 
contract and cut his first record. 

Now, as I watched the women hovering 
over my husband like so many painted 
moths around a flame I wondered if Buck 
was deliberately trying to prove the point 
of the little story he had told me. 

Still, I couldn’t help thinking of that 
phrase “old married couple.” It seemed to 
me that all the married women I knew more 
or less took it for granted that marriage 
was the end of love and the beginning of 
habit. 

They no longer expected their husbands 
to make ardent love to them. or hold hands 
in public or even compliment them on their 
appearance. Some were even convinced 
that all married men looked for romance 
on the side; “that’s the way men are,” they 
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said with resignation in their voices. I 
shuddered at the thought that this was the 
Fate that awaited me—a woman who had 
gained a husband but lost a lover. 

[ saw one woman, her bright red jersey 
dress clinging to every voluptuous curve, 
grab Buck’s hand and lead him into a 
small room out of sight. 

“That’s Leah Adams—Suntan’s ‘queen 
of the blues,’” a voice at my elbow ex- 
plained. 

I turned to see Val Walker, his topcoat 
over his arm. “I thought you’d gone,” I 
said, trying to hide my annoyance at the 
way Buck had meekly followed the buxom 
blues singer. 

“T came back. I had a feeling you'd be 
ready to go soon.” 

“I’m ready to go right now!” I said, 
blinking hard to keep back the tears that 
blurred my vision. 

“Good deal!” Val said, taking my arm. 
“When the ‘king’ and ‘queen’ get together, 
then it’s time for us common folks to make 
ourselves scarce.” 

We walked towards the door and I 
prayed that Buck would glance up and call 
me back. But he was too absorbed in Leah, 
who was clinging possessively to his arm. 
So I accepted Val’s offer of a lift and went 
home. 

That night, late, Buck returned a little 
the worse for wear. He had been drinking 
and he seemed annoyed to find me still 
awake, in bed reading a book. 

“Wha’ happened t’ you?” he mumbled, 
tugging at his tie. “You ran out on me!” 

I kept my eyes glued to the book in my 
lap. “I didn’t think you’d notice,” I an- 
swered, with a trace of sarcasm in my voice. 

| heard him cursing under his breath and 
stumbling about the room in search of 
something, then he flopped into a chair. 
“Don’t suppose you’d be interested, but 
my next record is all set.” 

| tossed aside the book and leaned for- 
ward. “Buck, that’s wonderful!” I cried. 
‘But why do you imply that I wouldn’t be 
interested? What’s the matter with us late- 
ly, darling? You—” 

“Me?” He laughed unpleasantly. “Don’t 
try to shift the blame to me, baby. You’re 
the one who is bored with my company, 
who can’t stand my friends!” 

“Please, darling, let’s not fight,” I 
begged. I slipped into my robe and padded 
across the room to his side. He looked so 
like a puzzled little boy at that moment my 
arms ached to hold him cradled in my 
arms. His eyes were closed and his head 
was lolling back against the chair. I un- 
buttoned his collar and began massaging 
his neck and shoulders with my fingers. 

“What’s the matter, Buck?” I asked 
softly. “Why aren’t things like they used 
to be? Lots of fun, no cross words between 


us 

He sighed contentedly. “Feels so good 

. don’t stop,” he murmured. 

I thought he was dozing, but after a few 
moments he started talking, voicing dis- 
connected thoughts half aloud. “Used to 


be fun with Belle ...mno more. People 
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never 
every- 


then no more fun... 


change... 
married . . . spoils 


shoulda got 
thing: =...” 
I don’t know how long I stood there, my 
heart numbed by the chilling effect of 
Buck’s words. Then I left him sleeping 
there in the chair and went to bed. But 
not to sleep. For hours I tossed and turned, 
wrestling with my confused thoughts and 
mixed up emotions. Again and again, like 
a neon light flashing on and off in my brain. 
came the question that I could no longer 
ignore—is marriage the end of love? 


AS THE DAYS passed, my relationship 
with Buck was reduced to that of 
housekeeper. someone to listen to his com- 
plaints about things that went wrong at the 
recording studio or at the club where he 
was making appearances. The spark was 
gone, and I felt that it could never be re- 
kindled. When I mentioned the matter to 
my friends, they scoffed at my fears. 

“You’re married to him, aren’t you? 
Legally he’s yours,” said one girl who had 
been married for ten years. “As for ‘moon- 
light and romance.’ the sooner you forget 
it the happier you'll be. It’s just a stage 
that young people pass through—and I 
mean through. After the first year a wife 
is lucky if her husband remembers to kiss 
her goodnight!” 

“But that’s not the kind of marriage I 
want,” I protested. 

“Honey, whether you want it or not, 
you’ve got it!” 

“You mean I’m trapped?” I asked un- 
happily. 

She nodded her head. “Trapped—that’s 
a good word for it. But take it from one 
who knows, honey. you’re not alone!” 

I couldn’t accept her opinion as final. 
However, as I continued to search for some 
answer -to my dilemma, I found there was 
some basis for her cynical attitude. 

The marriage relations expert Louis E. 
Bisch, M.D.. for instance. states, “Hear 
some women talk and you get the impres- 
sion that women are like birds in cages— 
trapped for life. The wailing of others 
would suggest a fate even worse. something 
akin to an indeterminate prison sentence 
with no fixed time for release in sight. 

“Trapped by marriage is. of course, what 
they complain about the most.” 

He goes on to say, “A woman can have 
everything any woman could possibly wish 
for and yet feel trapped because her capac- 
ity for love, perhaps in its most idealistic 
form. has not been satisfied. Some women, 
qualitatively speaking, never are able to 
give enough or receive enough love . . . 

“Sex expression as such is never. as so 
many think, the answer to the ‘trapped’ 
problem. It may sometimes give temporary 
relief and a transitory zest for living, but it 
soon wears off . . . The trouble with sex 
is that there are so many angles and side 
that are non-sexual in  charac- 


” 


issues 
or. 

I remembered how affectionate and how 
generous Buck was in the days when we 
were working together for his one big 





break. But now that he was making more 
money than either of us had ever dreamed 
of. I had to practically beg for whatever | 
needed to run the house. 

The noted human relations columnist, 
Dr. Rose N. Franzblau feels that this is 
not an unusual male reaction. “For some 
men courtship is a competition,” she says, 
“where the opponent is the one who is de- 
sired as a mate. They have to give in order 
to get. but their generosity persists only 
as long as the victory still remains to be 
won. Once the prize is captured, withhold. 
ing drives come to the fore.” 

From another authority came the view 
that “millions of wives all over the nation 
have the same difficulty in reconciling the 
disappearance of ‘romance’ from their mar- 
riages. Their husbands no longer take time 
out to court them as in the days when they 
were sweethearts. So they are convinced 
that their husbands have stopped loving 
them.” 

As for a solution to the problem of feel- 
ing trapped. Dr. Bisch advises, “When a 
woman sees herself caught in that kind of 
dilemma. the best thing to do is to start a 
face-about reaction—stop being the chief 
servant in the house and the doormat gen- 
erally.” 

But my whole life was built around Buck 
and his career. Furthermore, knowing that 
he was rehearsing daily with the glamorous 
Leah Adams for some records they were 
going to do together made me feel ‘even 
more unimportant and unnecessary to my 
husband. 

Yet. I decided to follow the suggestion 
of another article I clipped from a maga- 
zine. It said: “A wise wife doesn’t wait for 
another woman to step in where she has 
failed. She uses all the wiles she employed 
as a sweetheart to keep alive and glowing 
the love and respect which led her husband 
to propose.” 

Applying that to my own situation, I 
came to the realization that it was up to me 
to show my husband that we could be just 
as happy and content now that we were 
married as we had been before. I came to 
the conclusion that marriage was not the 
end of love. but the beginning of a deeper 
and more lasting relationship that both the 
husband and wife must cultivate. 

And I saw it was my duty to do what I 
could to keep sudden success from destroy- 
ing Buck’s sense of values. There was 
nothing I could do about the women that 
flocked around my husband—that is how 
it is in show business. But I could keep 
myself as attractive as I could, to compete 
with them and hold my husband’s interest. 

So, with patience and a few feminine 
tricks of the trade, I managed not only te 
save our relationship, but I was able to 
demonstrate to Buck that marriage is not 
the end of love. We both found the truth in 
one expert’s conclusion that “This post 
marriage brand of love is a much deeper, 
richer. and more satisfying thing than the 
shallow infatuation of courtship days.” 


Marriage is just the beginning of love. 
THE END 
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two weeks of February with a grand sweep 
of affection on the 14th. The 6th and 
12th are good days for engagements, with 
the latter more favored. Other days on 
which the harmony of the planets is best 
disposed for new contacts, engagements 
and marriages, etc., are the 3rd, Sth, 7th, 
12th, 21st and 22nd. 

Birthdays under the signs of Aquarius, 
Aries, Gemini, Libra and Sagittarius are 
directly benefited by the rays from Venus 
up to the 14th. Leo-born share this to an 
extent, though they generally fare better 
in other periods when Venus is not in their 
opposite sign. 

The water-and-earth sign birthdays— 
Pisces, Taurus, Cancer, Scorpio and Capri- 
corn—are in the path of Venus the last 
two weeks of February. Mercury people 
are not so fortunate in respect to the 
Venus rays as at other periods of the 
year. 

Persons with excitable dispositions or 
who have trouble in controlling anger or 
jealousy would do well to practice self- 
restraint during this most promising month. 
If uninhibited, they may conduct themselves 
to their own detriment and ultimate regret. 

Neptune, now in the marriage sign 
Libra, seeks to elevate love and romance 
upon an idealistic or platonic plane, sup- 
porting those whose temperament soars to- 
ward these higher spheres. The full moon 
of the 16th and 17th presents the high 
tide of the month for romance and con- 
jugal happiness. 

The following number combinations for 
all birthdays are linked to “good luck.” 
February: 4, 6 and 8; 3, 6 and 9 and 3, 5 
and 7. The number 6 shows prominence 
during the first two weeks and 9, the last 
two. 

Selected days favoring the conduct of 
important matters related to the 12 signs 
of the Zodiac are as follows: 

Aries: 2. 4, 6, 8, * 14, 16, 25, 27. 

Taurus: 1, 3, 5, 7, 8, 17, 21, 27, 28. 

Gemini: 2, 4, 5, : 7, 10, 16, 21, 27, 28. 

Cancer: 3, 5, 7, 9, 11, 19, 22, 24, 27, 28. 

Leo: 3, 5, 7, 10, 14, 21, 25, 26, 28. 

Virgo: 1, 3, 5, 7, 9, 11, 14, 17, 24, 27. 

Libra: 2, 4, 7, 10, 14, 16, 20, 26, 28. 

Scorpio: 1, 3, 5, 7, 12, 14, 17, 19, 21, 28. 

Sagittarius: 1, 4, 6, 11, 14, 16, 20, 25, 28. 

Capricorn: 1, 5, 7, 9, 11, 14, 17, 19, 21, 
24, 28. 

Aquarius: 2, 4, 6, 10, 14, 20, 25, 26, 28. 

Pisces: 1, 3, 9, 12, 14, 21, 24, 27, 28. 

Do you know under which sign of the 
Zodiac you were born? If not, you may 
obtain this information by sending a self- 
addressed, stamped envelope to Helen 
Sides, TAN, 1820 S. Michigan Ave., Chi- 
cago 16. 
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Try FREE for 30 Days 


Entirely at Our Expense 


An exciting new neighborhood plan oe no 
experience and no investment is bringing women 
like you amazing rewards for a little spare time 








If you haven’t yet heard abouf the 

generous Harford Reward Program in 

your neighborhood, act today because 

it will probably be brand new. With- 

out paying a penny you can get the 
lovely dress pictured in this ad or 
your choice of more than 100 other 
late fashions—in your size and fa- 
vorite fabric. Learn how you can 
be rewarded beyond your dreams 
in dress-after-dress for yourself 
and your children—and also how 
you can make 


SPENDING MONEY TOO 


by showing one of the biggest and 
most breath-taking Style Displays 
in the world right in your own home 
or by visiting with friends and 
neighbors. See how even two even- 
ings a week may bring you up to 
$20.00 cash week after week in 
addition to a costly wardrobe of 
charming dresses that won’t cost 
you a penny! And most amazing 

of all—you pay nothing for sam- 

ple dresses, not even a penny. Be 
the first in your neighborhood to 
introduce this wonderful idea 

by mailing this coupon today. 

Be sure to give your dress size. 
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HARFORD 
FROCKS 


Dept. L-2117 
Cincinnati 25, Ohio 


HARFORD FROCKS, Dept. L-2117 
Cincinnati 25, Ohio 


Please rush FREE complete Display of Styles in full color with actual 
sample fabrics and money-making plan. I am not obligated in any way. 














New Portable Pocket-Size Water 

Place in water; plug in socket...turn onswitch! 

Hot Water! Thousands use for bathing, washing 

clothes, dishes, cream separators, pails, shaving, 
‘eats small quantities very quick! Heating 

speed of large quantities depends on quantity. 


Read directions before using, follow. Regular . AGENTS | 
price $2.95. core er if you ll tell your friends DISTRIBUTORS 
-#.. ‘ Write. REGULA 


about BOIL-QW uv e 

for only $1.98 plus tax. 
P Just vod and ‘address. 
Pay postman $1.98 plus 


BOIL-QWIK, 4554 N. siete Dept. K-96, CHICAGO 40, ILL... 


MAKE $50-$60 A WEEK 


You can learn practical nursing at home | 


in spare time. Course endorsed by phy- 
sicians. Thousands of graduates. 55th 
yr. One graduate has charge of 10-bed 
hospital. Another saved $400 while 
learning. Equipment included Men, 
bisa women 18 to 60 High school not 
required, Easy tuition payments. Trial plan. Write today. 
CHICAGO SCHOOL OF NURSING 
Dept. 772, 25 East Jackson Blvd.. Chicago 4, III. 
Please send free booklet and 16 sample lesson pages. 
Name in —_— 
City State Age 











IF NATURE SLEEPS 


Take “O.S.R."" If you lack Pep, Energy, Vitality and 
don’t have natural desires for fun and good times, 
Ty —_ aches and pains, coat Senge or 


$1.50 for a Big Box of 148 Tablets; or mail only $1. 
NOW and SAVE 50c. WRITE TODAY 


STANDARD REMEDY COMPANY 
Dept. TC22 Baltimore 2, Maryland 


ANY PHOTO ENLARGED 


Size 8 x 10 Inches I 
on DOUBLE-WEIGHT Paper 6 
Same price for ful! length or bust 





form, groups, landscapes, pet ani- 
mals, etc., or enlargements of any 
part of a group picture. Original is 
returned with your enlargement. 


Send NoMoney 3 tor$]5° 


= mail photo, neaptive se snap- ‘ : 
shot (any size) a ve your en! nereemen: 

guaranteed aii een on beautiful dou weight 

portrait qu ay Beoe - E > 

postage—or sen: be rrith order and we agen 

age. Take advantage of this amazing off nd your photos today. 


Professional Art Studios, 534S. Main, Dept. 54-B, Princeton, Illinols 
69 


ae “ste plus 





RECORDS 
FREE } 


LATEST RELEASES AND RECORDS 
] PLL BE TRUE—Faye Adams.......... 89 
HONEY HUSH—Joe Turner........... 89 
> One Scotch, One Bourbon—Amos Milburn .89 
] GOOD GOOD WHISKEY—Amos Milburn. .89 
SHAKE A HAND—Faye Adams....... 89 
MONEY HONEY—Drifters ..........- 89 
] DRUNK—Jimmy Liggins 
BLUES WITH A FEELING—Little Walter .89 
Of Don’t Know What I'll Do—Sugar Boy. 
C) YOU'RE STILL MY BABY—Chuck Willis .89 
© Don’t Leave Me This Way—Fats Domino .89 





With Each Order of 4 or More 
1 RECORD (our choice) 
PHOTO of a leading Artist 


} BANANA SPLIT—Kid King Combo..... 89 
] TORTURED SOUL—Eddie Boyd........ 89 
| WANT TO THANK YOU—Five Royales_ .89 
MAD LOVE—Muddy Waters.......... 89 
THE PROPOSAL—Shirley G Lee....... 89 
HOLE IN THE WALL—Floyd Dixon.... .89 
TAKE ME BACK—Linda Hayes........ 89 


© AUTOMOBILE BLUES Lightning Hopkins .89 
O BLIND LOVE—B. B. King 
[|] MEAN POOR GIRL—Jimmy Nelson.... .89 








BABY DOLL—Johnny & Marvin....... . - 
| HAD A NOTION—Joe Morris........ 89 
Tears Keep Tumbling Down—Ruth Brown .89 
GOIN TO MEXICO—Lula Reed........ 89 
] PERFECT WOMAN—Four Blazes....... 89 
ROSE MARY—Fats Domino........... 89 
© RAGS TO RICHES—Dominoes........ - a“ 
© GOLDEN TEARDROPS—Fiamingoes..... 89 
1 SOUL ON FIRE—LaVerne Baker....... 89 
1 PLEASE HURRY HOME—B. B. King.... .89 
© THE COMEBACK—Memphis Slim...... 89 
| HEAVEN ONLY KNOWS—Charms...... 89 
THE CLOCK—Johnny Ace........... . 
DON’T DECEIVE ME—Chuck Willis. 89 
C] FEELIN’ COOD—Little Junior.......... 89 
WALKIN’ IN THE RAIN—Prisonaires... .89 
NADINE—Coronets .........-cceee08 89 
[ DOLORES—Five Willows .............- 89 
DO WHY, OH WHY—Kings.............. 89 
BABY IT’S YOU—Spaniels............ 89 
THESE FOOLISH THINGS—Dominoes... .89 
THIRD DEGREE—Eddie Boyd.......... 89 
CRYING IN THE CHAPEL—Orioles.... .89 
CO I eeeOIE ale oo :a:0 9:0 64-070 0.0 Se ene 89 
| TOO MUCH LOVIN’—Five Royales..... 89 
PLEASE DON’T LEAVE ME—Fats Domino .89 
SHIRLEY’S BACK—Shirley & Lee...... 89 
GOOD LOVIN’—The Clovers........... 89 
JINNY MULE—Big Maybelle.......... 89 
HEAVY JUICE—Tiny Bradshaw........ 89 
MERCY, MR. PERCY—Varetta Dillard. 89 
CO IM MAD—Willie Mabon.............-.-.-+eeeee 89 
J ae TO THE RIVER—Fats Domino......... 89 
| HELP ME, SOMEBODY—Five Royales......... 89 
Mm WILD, WILD YOUNG MEN—Ruth Brown...... -89 
C) One Room Lng ae | Shack—Mercy De — 
Shirley Come Back to Le 4 & Lee -89 
“| PLEASE LOVE ME—B. B. King...... oo oe 
[) My Dear, Dearest Darling Five "Willows Sheena 89 
t yaa DEE tivrevaweestecris«soesees -89 
~) Let Me Go Home, Whiskey—Amos Milburn..... .89 


TWENTY-FOUR . + gana Boyd.....++++ 89 
FT ~Tiny Bradshav 
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ART—Johnny Ace. ° 
ONE—Shirley & Lee.......--.eeeecceccee 
!EVE—Elmore JameS......-..-+eeeeeeees 
NG—Johnny ACC... .cececceeseccccccccces 
E—Little Weve SPSREDOR SEC CS eco ecceeree 
Now 1! VE YOU—B. B. King. 
DY Mi . CLAWDY_Liova Price..... 
cK ES—RB Kin 


SPIRITUALS 
TOO CLOSE TO HEAVEN—Prof. Alex Bradford .89 
Let’s Go te the Program—Dixie Humming Birds .89 
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SIT DOWN SERVANT—Swanee Quintet........ 89 
WHEN 1! LOST MY MOTHER—Blind Boys.... .89 
[} GOD DON’T LIKE ItT—Rev. A. Johnson...... 89 
_) Surely Surely Amen—Spirit of Memphis........ -89 


ONE-TWO-THREE—Chosen Gospel Singers. 
STAND BY ME—Davis Sisters.......... 
FOOTPRINTS OF JESUS—Davis Sisters 
[) HOW MANY TIMES—Ward Singers.... 
[) Since {| Found the Light—Ward Singers. 
“) ONE-WAY STREET—Clara Ward......... ae 
SAY A WORD—Harmonizing Four............. 
| THANK THE LORD—Nightingales.......... 














DON’T GIVE UP—Southerm Stars............. ‘ 
LEAK IN THE BUILDING—Bells of Joy...... -89 
MY ROCK—Swan Silvertones............ oso “ae 
| WAS PRAYING—Blind Boys............ coe 
IN THE UPPER ROOM—Mahalia Jackson..... .89 
Come in the Reom—The Martin Singers........ 89 
C) This Little Light of Mine—Ward Singers........ 89 
Blessed Be the Name—Pilgrim Travelers....... 89 
Will He Welcome Me There?—Nightingales...... 89 
STOP RIGHT NOW—Bells of Jov....... «+++ -89 
"| WORLD PRAYER—Five Blind Boys........... 89 
“) Let’s Talk About JESUS—Bells of Joy i an 
OLD re OF ZION—Five Blind Boy -89 
-) OUR FATHER—Five Blind Boys. one an 
-| SURELY GOD IS ABLE—Ward Singers....... -89 
" JESUS GAVE ME WATER—Soul Stirrers..... - 
| Living on Mother’s Prayer—Soul Stirrers....... -89 
C) MILKY WHITE WAY—The Trumpeteers....... 89 
C) Jesus Met Woman at Well—Pilgrim Travelers... .89 
[) WHEN HE SPOKE—Ward Singers...........-+ -89 
TELL THE ANGELS—Ward Singers........... 89 


We Ship C.0.D. Parcel Post Insured. Send for Free 
Catalogue. 


ESSEX RECORD SHOP 


114 SPRINGFIELD AVENUE 
NEWARK 3, NEW JERSEY DEPT. T 
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On The Records 
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millions of sales on the label and that three 
of his releases are all-time best sellers. 
No other performer for the diskery can 
even approach that record. 

What’s the secret of Nat’s vocal success 
on records? Some experts believe it is to 
be found in the fact that he is a sincere 
and serious artist who never resorts to 
cornball stuff to put over his songs. Others 
figure that it is his voice which appears 
to be adaptable to the mood of any song. 
Nat, however, has a different version. Ex- 
plains he: “I live with a song awhile before 
I record it. That way I get to feel the lyrics 
and am more at ease in singing the song. 
After that, I have no trouble recording it.” 

Nat is today waxing more as just a singer 
than as a pianist-vocalist, the way he used 
to. Besides his new album, he has recorded 
vocal stints on several singles, among them 
a coupling of Lover, Come Back to Me and 
That’s All. Nat sings the first side at a 
go-go-go gait, getting some driving support 
from the Billy May band. Contrastingly on 
the reverse, he croons in relaxed time a 
pretty new ballad that could catch on with 
fans. He is accompanied on the side by 
Nelson Riddle’s band, highlighting strings 
and woodwinds. 

Nat finds that his singing on records is 
generally popular with fans and critics. 
But there are a few observers about who 
see reasons to criticize him about it. Their 
squawks are based mostly on the claim that 
Nat’s song style now is “too commercial” 
and no longer can be called jazz. For that 
crowd, though, Nat has a stiff defense. 

He argues: “People who know me, know 
I'll never leave jazz. My roots are in jazz 
and that’s the music I love. But I can 
please a lot of people with other kinds of 
music and also throw in some jazz—and 
they like it because they’ve accepted me 


as a popular performer.” 
* * * 


RECORD OF THE MONTH: Clef’s 
Blee Blop Blues/Small Hotel, a pair of 
swinging sides by the swingingest band 
around today—Count Basie’s. Paced by 
high-flying brass, a walking rhythm and 
interludes of exciting saxophone displays, 
the two offerings on the new Norman Granz 
label make for some real foot-tapping 
music. Topside highlights the trumpets, 
delivering some scintillating sequences in 
keen unison. 

The flip stars alto saxist Marshall Royal 
who blows beautifully in lead of a strong 
sax choir. Coupling is perhaps the best 
exhibition of swinging jazz available on 
wax today, should score solidly on jukes. 

GOOD: Decca’s Angel Eyes/Nowhere 
Guy, resounding the rapturous vocals of 
matchless Ella Fitzgerald on a duo of bal- 
lads, the sort of material she prefers to 
sing and can handle so superbly. Ella 
graphically demonstrates here why she is 
ranked as the top pop singer of them all, 


chirping the lyrics to the twosome with 
errorless phrasing, tone and projection, 
The results are Hintisilie. Ella gets steady 
backing in her efforts from a studio band 
under Sy Oliver’s baton .. . 

RECOMMENDED: Seeco’s Because of 
You/Vanity, marking the return to US. 
record stalls of works by tenor sax wizard 
Don Byas who cut the sides in Europe 
where he has lived since he left the States 
several years ago. Don’s comeback is an 
auspicious one musically, for he comes of 
pleasingly on each of the two tunes—both 
sweet. Always an excellent instrumentalist, 
Byas shows that he has lost none of his old 
skill on the performances. That too, despite 
some shaky support from a so-so French 
band... 

ACCEPTABLE: King’s Percy Speaks/ 
Ready Mix which has the Bill Doggett trio 
playing away on a couple of rhythm ditties 
—the topper at a medium tempo, the flip 
in jump time. The maestro on organ in. 
spires the group on both stints, laying down 
a flow of groovy sounds to the beat of 
drummer Shep Shepard and the tenor sax 
tooting of able Percy France. The music 
they make is the type of pulsating stuff 
that clicks heavily in the rhythm and blues 
market. 





Hollywood To Harlem 
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Moore Three Blazers Trio, has shucked 
his seven piece combo “because I just 
can’t police guys who persist in blowing 
gage.” He now stars in his all-star trio of 
Johnny Moore, guitar, and Wesley Prince, 
former bassist with the King Cole Trio. 
Charles, who was the first Negro musician 
to wear a mink necktie, is doing very well. 
He owns two Cadillacs and recently ac- 
quired a late model Olds “with the tire on 
the back.” 

Tenor sax virtuoso Don Byas is finally 
returning from Europe and is due in Chi- 
cago sometime in January to work his first 
date in almost ten years in the U. S.—at 
the Toast of the Town . . . Producer and 
dance teacher Sammy Dyer sent out the 
most novel of Christmas cards. From his 
stacks of photographs of night club, the 
atrical and music stars dating back to 
1920, he had over 200 cards made to show 
Valida Snow, Ida James, Carrie Mae Swift. 
Jerome Carrington, the Washington piano 
crooner; Jackie (Moms) Mabley. Dusty 
Fletcher, Cab Calloway, Rochester, Bill 
Bailey, Stuff Smith, Katherine Dunham, 
Nicodemus Stewart, Ray Nance, and Roy 
(Little Jazz) Eldridge how they looked 
years and years ago. 
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Looks as though fire-tressed Margie 
McGlory is going to make it where other 
Negro female comediennes ran into 4 

wall of resistance. The girl with the ela» 
tic face who made her first noticeable 
pearances with Larry Steele’s Smart 
fairs, can range three octaves with her 
voice and can mimic most of ’em through 
Johnny Ray, Billy Eckstine, Lena Horne, 
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Jerry Lewis, Bette Davis, Sarah Vaughan, 
umphrey Bogart, Satchmo Armstrong, 
Pearl Bailey and Nat (King) Cole. On 
top of it all, she looks very much like 
Tallulah Bankhead, whom she apes per- 


fectly. : 
Of course there have been other great Ne- 


gro comediennes—Jackie Mabley, Cousin 
Ida, blues singing Mabel Scott, Marie Bry- 
ant, Susie Edwards of Butterbeans & Susie 
and the great Lillian Fitzgerald, but none 
broke into the open as did Chicago-born 
Margie after she joined the Phil Moore 
revue and got introduced to Broadway. 
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Newest organization on the entertainment 
front is the recently organized Old Per- 
formers Theatrical Cheer Club launched 
in Chicago by the Rev. Essie Whitman, her 
sisters Alice and Alberta, and several other 
Negro immortals of show business. The 
idea was born at the funeral of a popular 
old-timer on the street corner in front of 
the undertaking parlor. 

Today the club is chartered in Illinois 
and in New York, has 50 members, in- 
cluding composer W. C. Handy, the Whit- 
man Sisters, Jack L. Cooper, the radio 
tycoon, Joe Simms, the once famous team 
of Wooten & Wooten, does charitable work 
among all the old-timers that can be un- 
covered who might need aid. At meetings, 
the members put on impromptu shows, 
sing the old hit tunes of yesterday as well 
as performing the dances they did when 
they were onstage. 
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Roly-poly, bespectacled Milt Buckner, 
onetime Flying Home wheelhorse at the 
piano in Lionel Hampton’s crew, in turn- 
ing to the Hammond organ as the lead 
instrument in his new trio, has created 
perhaps the greatest rhythmic combo in 
jazz today. Big Ham Williams, who 
plucked his guitar in the orchestras of 
Teddy Hill and Luis Russell, whales the 
strings and Sam Woodyard, a driving, 
crazy drumster from the Joe Holiday and 
Paul Hayten outfits, lacerates the hides. 

It’s an even deal on who can make the 
most rhythm and noise on Flying Home, 
Hampton and his 26-piece band or Buck- 
ner and his three-man group. Milt takes 
off his shoes, stomps the pedals in his bare 
feet, pulls off his coat, tie and then his 
shirt, jumps over the organ, plays cross- 
handed and backward and has the house 
on its feet all the way. 
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Ex-Joe Louis accountant, accomplice and 
sidekick, Kiah Sayles, now peddling liquor 
for one of the top companies, expects to 
invade the personal manager field shortly 
with a shake dancer he has been grooming 
on the q.t. for a number of months. “I’ve 
had to keep her under wraps,” he says, 
“because I didn’t want the Champ or 
Leonard Reed or fellows like them tam- 
pering with my discovery.” 

Anna Mae Winburn, who survived the 
all-girl International Sweethearts of 
Rhythm orchestra she used to lead, fronts 
a much hotter all-chick crew which is 
packing in the crowds on its current one- 
nighter tour. 


Sex Was 
My Downfall 
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with me. She got me to understand that 
she would not mind another drink. 

It was about that time when everyone 
had said the Zebra Room in my hotel 
would be jumping. I decided to take Car- 
melita there. We could have a couple 
while, at the same time, I showed her off to 
my sporting friends there. Then I could 
take her up to my room. 

I was set for the night and from the way 
Carmelita seemed to take to me and judg- 
ing from the teasing sway of her hips, the 
voluptuous fullness of her, I’d be satisfied 
to adopt her as my companion for the 
two weeks I was to spend in Miami. 

What I didn’t know was that I would 
meet Donna and that the whole picture of 
those two weeks—and of my life—would 
change. 


ARMELITA and I were sitting in a 


little booth in the Zebra Room. The 
lounge was as crowded and alive with 


merrymakers as any popular spot back 
home at four in the afternoon. I was en- 
joying the envious glances thrown our way 
by the hipsters who had been giving me 
so much well-intentioned advice that eve- 
ning. Just as I was about to suggest to 
Carmelita that she come upstairs with me, 
a swarm of people came into the room. 

There were about a dozen of the love- 
liest girls I'd ever seen, ranging from pale 
cream in color to warm cafe-au-lait. There 
were four or five good-looking fellows in 
the bunch. They were all enthusiastically 
received by the crowd. They seemed to 
know everyone. They scattered to various 
parts of the room, almost all of them find- 
ing parties which seemingly had been 
awaiting their arrival, some of the girls 
seating themselves next to a single male 
companion, obviously their dates. 

I nudged a young Chicago policy king 
friend of mine. 

“Who are those people?” I asked him. 

He looked at me with great shock. 

“You don’t know them?” he demanded. 
“Why that’s part of the cast of Jerry Whit- 
ney’s new ‘Cream and Chocolate Revue.’ 
They are making show business history all 
over the country. This guy Whitney is a 
young genius. He’s doing for colored girls 
what old Flo Zeigfeld did to glorify Amer- 
ican white girls back in the old days. 
Gorgeous creatures, aren’t they? They’re 
appearing in one of the most exclusive 
spots on the beach.” 

I thanked my friend and kept staring 
at Whitney’s beauties in spite of the ob- 
vious disapproval of Carmelita who had 
become tantalizingly loving in the past 
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You can do something about it. Yes, 
now you can do more than just dream 
about a clearer, smoother skin. Thou- 
sands have proved it! Those happy 
people know what happens when they 
use Palmer’s SKIN-SUCCESS Soap. 


MEDICATED FOAM WORKS WONDERS 
This deep-acting complexion care goes 
right to work clearing away those sur- 
face skin germs that often aggravate 
the infection. Notice how fast it eases 
the irritation...how it helps your skin 
smell sweeter...how your skin is 
perked up with a feeling 
of healthy vitality. 
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“| was half crazy 
from torture and pain 
until Pazo gave relief!” 


says Mrs, A. M., Englewood, N. J. 
Itching of simple piles drive you mad? Is 
agonizing pain daily torture? Amazing 
Pazo* acts instantly to relieve such misery ! 
Soothes inflamed tissues. Lubricates hard- 
ened, dry parts. Helps heal cracking, reduce 
swelling, soreness. Don’t suffer needless 
agony from simple piles. Get Pazo, get real 


comfort, right away. Ask doctors about it. 
ey form—or tube with perfor- 
ated pile pipe for easy application. 

*Pazo Ointment and Suppositories® 
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tional use of the Psalms, you may obtain 
the grace of God, the favor of Princes, 
and the Love of your fellow man,’’ says 
the author. , 

Here are some of the amazing things 
IBhe tells you about: Psalm to receive 
Ginstruction or information through a 
4 Dream or Vision. Psalm to escape dan- 
ger. Psalm to become safe from Enemies, 
Psalm to receive GOOD after committing 
a heavy sin. Psalm to make you fortu- 
nate in everything you try to do. Psalm 
to free yourself from Evil Spirits. Psalm 
to make peace between Man and Wife. 

MIDGET BIBLE FREE 
Now you can carry the Bible with you at al! times. 
(Smallest Bible in the World.) Many people feel that this 
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hour, moving closer to me, pursing her 
cute lips up to be kissed just before every 
drink and, all in all, giving me the im- 
pression that she was as eager to be alone 
with me as I was to be with her. 

| kissed her again and promised. 

“In a few minutes we go. Okay.” 

“Hokay,” she nodded happily. 

I ordered another drink. 

Then I saw Donna. She wasn’t seated 
with any particular group. She was busi- 
ly getting around, talking in a friendly 
way with this and that person. I was hyp- 
notized the moment I saw her. Hypno- 
tized because when I had been a little boy 
I had dreamed of a woman as beautiful 
as this. When I became a man I had 
always pictured in my mind someune this 
tantalizing. Both dreams merged now into 
one. Donna was the fulfillment of them 
both. 

Donna was created to love and to be 
loved. Her hair was wavy, black, cropped 
close in a boyish fashion which became 
her stunningly. That was the only thing 
about her which wasn’t completely femi- 
nine. She was small but built like a little 
brown goddess. Her color was light cara- 
mel. The prettiest brown eyes danced in 
her delicate, oval face and a smile flashed 
in them as, for a second, they met mine. 
Her lips were heart-shaped, the kind of 
Valentine you’d like to have every day. 

It might have been my whiskey that did 
it—or it might just have been that com- 
pelling desire for Donna which later swept 
my life. At any rate, I knew then and 
there that I had to meet her, had to pos- 
sess her that night. Everything else in 
life seemed unimportant then. 

Carmelita, especially, had become unim- 
portant. Murmuring some excuse which I 
didn’t even know whether Carmelita under- 
stood, | got away from the table just as 
the waitress was bringing our drinks. I 
headed in the general direction of the 
men’s room, passing Donna on the way. 
My heart seemed to freeze into inaction 
as she smiled at me once again, this time, 
right into my eyes. 

I went into the men’s room, ignored the 
curiosity of the tip-seeking attendant, 
paced the floor nervously for a minute or 
two, then came back out. Donna was 
alone, standing by the juke box. I went 
straight over to the box, trying to look 
like someone who wanted to select a few 
tunes. 

“Hello,” I said to Donna. 

She smiled at me, this time a mocking 
smile which said: “Hello, yourself. You 
know very well you don’t want to play any 
music. You know you want to play with 
me.” 

I smiled back and my smile said: 
“You're right, sugar.” 

I took some coins out of my pocket. 

“What shall I play for you?” I asked. 

Donna pointed out a few of her favorite 
records. I inserted the coins, selected the 
numbers and asked. 

“Can I buy you a drink?” 
She consented. We went to the bar. I 
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was too happy to pay much attention to 
the murderous stare Carmelita was sending 
in my direction. Donna introduced me to 
several of her friends, about six of the 
people in the show. 

“Everyone have a drink with us,” she 
declared imperiously. 

I felt a tiny twinge of dismay at her 
boldness in spending my money. I didn’t 
want to be cheap, but I was working on an 
expense account from the paper and had 
figured out carefully how much to allot 
myself for entertainment each day. This 
feeling left me immediately, however. Sit- 
ting here with Donna was worth anything 
—the whole expense account and my sal- 
ary put together. Everyone ordered and 
I cheerfully paid the bill. 

Donna and I talked. For the most part, 
our conversation was about me. She was 
quite interested in the fact that I was a 
columnist and asked many questions about 
my work. I felt a warm sort of glow tell- 
ing her what she wanted to know. I felt 
important and much prouder of my work 
because of the way she listened and the 
comments she made. I didn’t even notice 
Carmelita stalk angrily out of the lounge; 
didn’t know she had left until the waitress 
brought me the check. 

With amusement, Donna watched me pay 
the check. 

There was a small, cute devil in her 
eye as she said, head to one side: 

“T don’t think that was very nice?” 

I looked up at her with quick concern. 

“What do you mean?” I wanted to know. 

She smiled. 

“T don’t think it was very nice of you 
to leave your pretty Spanish friend just 
to come over and talk to me. How do I 
know you wouldn’t do that to me some- 
time when we get to know each other 
better?” She added in a low voice which 
sent a great warmth surging through me: 
“And I do hope we are going to get to 
know each other better.” 

This was my moment—the moment when 
I must prove to myself that the resolve I 
had made to possess Donna that night had 
not been made in vain. 

“I want us to know each other better, 
Donna,” I said. “In fact, I want you to 
come up to my room with me now.” 

I was startled by the birdlike little toss 
of her head, the cold, clear look she shot 
me as she asked: “Why should I?” 

I had gone too far to retreat. 

“Because I want you to. Because I 
want to be alone with you. Because I 
think I’ve been in love for an hour.” 

Donna’s pretty head went back and rich 
laughter poured from her lovely throat. I 
was hurt, shocked. 

She finished laughing, turned to me and 
said: “You’re silly, but you’re sweet.” 

Then she ordered another drink. I felt 
utterly defeated. I was somewhat out- 
raged too because of the way she had 
treated my confession of love. I tried not 
to look as if I were sulking. I tried to go 
along with the conversation. Then sud- 
denly, just as I was trying to think up a 








gracious way to withdraw so I could nurse 
my disappointment in private, Donna 
turned to me. 

“Ready, baby?” she asked. 

“Ready for what?” I demanded in fool. 
ish astonishment. 

She smiled a small, superior, impatient 
smile. 

“Didn’t you invite me to your room?” 
she demanded a bit sharply. 

“But—of course I did. 
stammered. 

She got up from her seat. 

“Well, pay the man and let’s go,” she 
ordered. 

In my excited happiness, I never knew 
what the bill was or what I tipped the 
bartender. I felt like throwing all my 
money at him as if he were somehow an 
agent in my good fortune. 

The intoxication of having won Donna 
so easily—I assumed that a showgirl, a 
girl who knew the score, and who agreed 
to go to a hotel room at this hour of the 
morning, was ready fer whatever might 
take place—added to the intoxication of 
the many drinks Id had created a passion- 
ate fire in my brain. I could hardly wait 
until we walked together into the quiet 
little room where the first rays of dawn 
were streaking through the Spanish-type 
blinds at the large windows. 

Impatiently, with an almost savage hun- 
ger, I snatched Donna to me, crushed her 
in my arms and kissed her lips, her eyes. 
her hair. I was carried away by the sweet- 
ness of her, the utter completeness of her 
surrender in my arms. That willingness 
and surrender made me lose all composure 
and throw all caution to the winds. Hoarse- 
ly, I whispered persuasive words of en- 
dearment as I drew her toward the sofa. 

She came willingly enough but when | 
pressed her back and eagerly fumbled at 
the buttons at her throat, she resisted. To 
my surprise and all-consuming anger, Don- 
na fought like a little tigress. 

My thwarted passion took the upper 
hand. Donna scratched, bit and struggled 
and I exerted every ounce of strength to 
subdue her, trying to make myself believe 
that she was putting up a fight in order to 
make our love session more enticing, more 
intriguing. But I knew better. Hysteri- 
cal sobs were racking her little body. 

“You beast. I hate you. I hate you.” 
she cried. 

I snarled in her face. 

“You don’t hate me. You're putting on 
an act. I didn’t force you to come up here 
with me. You wanted to come. Oh, Don- 
na, Donna, give in. You know you want 
me as much as I want you.” 

With a superhuman burst of energy, she 
freed herself from my arms, stood, breath- 
ing heavily, staring at me with naked con- 
tempt in her eyes. 

“Play me cheap, will you?” she chal- 
lenged in a low, grating voice. “Do you 
think I’m an ordinary streetwalker like 
that little tramp you had at the table? I'm 
leaving and don’t you ever dare speak to 
me again.” 
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She swept out of the door. I sat, ex- 
hausted, temples throbbing at a pounding 
tempo, and flung myself, face down, on the 
sofa. 

“Donna, Donna,” I cried, softly, misera- 
bly. My head was beginning to clear. 
What had I done? I had acted like an 
idiot schoolboy attempting his first awk- 
ward conquest. Would I ever be able to 
prove to Donna how sorry I was, how 
deeply I cared for her, how tenderly I 
could make up for my foolishness if she 
would only give me a chance? 

“Play me cheap,” she had flung at me. 
Could it be that Donna had meant that a 
gift, money... - 

I banished the unworthy thought, stood 
up weakly, made myself a bracing bour- 
bon and water, undressed slowly and went 
to bed, to dream of Donna, to scheme how 
I could make her forgive me. 


HE MIAMI afternoon sun shone glow- 

ingly at my window as I awoke late that 
afternoon. As if I had never slept, I came 
back to consciousness thinking of Donna. 
Gone was every desire I’d_ entertained 
about seeing what Miami had to offer in 
the way of attractive, exotic women. There 
was one goal in life for me, to recapture 
the glorious girl whom Id so mistreated. 

Back to my mind came the thought 
about a gift. Not that I really believed 
Donna to be the seeking, grasping type. 
But the right kind of gift might prove my 
repentance, soften her anger. 

Without even thinking of breakfast, I 
dressed and took a cab to exclusive Lin- 
con Road. First, I ordered two dozen 
lovely American Beauties, enclosed a note 
which said simply: “The drunkenness of 
first love made me impatient and a brute. 
I'm sorry. Please forgive me.” I had the 
flowers sent to Donna at the hotel. 

Next, I searched the shops, scanned 
the windows, looking for something fit for 
Donna—a nice gift. I had in mind some 
inexpensive token of my repentance. But 
in the window of a tiny jewelry shop, I 
saw something which made me stop and 
gasp with delight. It was a tiny, exquisite 
little slave bracelet, silver and shining as 
it rested in a little case of black velvet. 

It was the perfect thing for Donna, per- 
fect for her proud little queenliness and 
her sweet little wrist. I knew it must cost 
a fortune, much more than a columnist on 
an out-of-town assignment could afford. I 
had to find out the price. 

“One-thirty-five,” the clerk told me. 

One hundred and thirty-five dollars. That 
was more than a week’s pay, about five 
days expense money. Quickly, I did some 
figuring. I had better than five hundred 
left in my wallet. With close planning, 
I'd be able to manage. 

“Wrap it up,” I told the clerk. 

Jubilantly, I rode back to the hotel. I 
wouldn’t try to see Donna today. I'd wait 
and make sure she’d received the flowers. 
I showered, shaved and had a hearty din- 
ner sent up to my room. My bourbon sup- 
ply being exhausted, I told the bellboy 


to bring me a fifth. Nothing like a stimu- 
lating shot before breakfast. 

Just as I was about to break the seal, a 
sudden realization struck me. It had been 
this very stuff—whiskey—which caused me 
to lose my head and to become frantic 
with Donna. I put the bottle down and ate 
my dinner. Right then and there I vowed 
that if drinking were going to interfere 
with my winning Donna, I’d never drink 
another drop. 

Wanting to be fresh for the night I 
planned to go to the club where Donna’s 
revue was billed so I decided to get a few 
hours sleep. The thought of the pretty 
gift I had for Donna kept me awake. It 
was the most expensive thing I’d ever 
given a girl—even Marge. I spent more 
than an hour lying in bed, thinking of all 
sorts of ways to present it to her. Earnest- 
ly I hoped she wouldn’t refuse it, throw it 
back at me. 

I dropped off to sleep. 

My alarm went off at midnight. I 
jumped up, dressed carefully. 

Fifteen minutes later I was at the Cot- 
ton Club. Even with the new deal which 
had come to Miami, in the wake of Jose- 
phine Baker’s triumphant drive against 
prejudice, the Cotton Club still segregated 
Negroes and forbade their using the dance 


floor. But I was on no race campaign that 
morning. I simply wanted to see Donna 


in her natural setting as a dancer. 

The Jerry Whitney revue was a swingy, 
sophisticated, fast-stepping parade of pret- 
ty girls, agile young men, comedy stars 
and an out-of-this-world orchestra pacing 
the show. Halfway down the show, Whit- 
ney, a tall, assured man, smoothly brown 
and master of the stage, stepped forward 
and announced: 

“And now ladies and gentlemen, the 
rave of Broadway, the brown toast of Mi- 
ami, her highness of modern dance—love- 
ly Donna Lee.” 

There was a magnificent introductory 
chord and my breath seemed to almost 
leave my body as Donna stepped from the 
wings. I could hardly believe my eyes. 
She was dressed in a sheer, white costume 
which set off the gold brown of her body. 
Her little figure was solidly stacked. She 
was the essence of femininity. From the 
second she came on the scene, she had her 
audience spellbound with the beauty of 
her and the fantastic skill with which she 
created her magic. 

“Oh, Donna, to have you for my own,” 
I cried within myself as I watched the 
beautifully-proportioned body, the clean 
young limbs, the perfect curves. 

I was unprepared for what happened 
just before she finished her act. Donna 
caught sight of me. Her eyes brightened. 
Her pretty little fingers went to her lips. 
She threw me a kiss and darted off stage. 
I was thrilled down to my toes. She had 
forgiven me. 

I was encouraged now. Maybe I should 
go backstage and try to see her. Maybe I 
should give her the gift now and ask for 


another chance. But I didn’t have to look 
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Men and women who have abused and tor- 
tured hair and scalp for years with excessive 
washing, alcohol tonics, permanents, dyes, 
rinses, bleaches and now must pay the pen- 
alty because you’ve dried up or washed away 
the natural scalp oils that keep hair growing 
thick, luxurious, soft, flexible, strong, shiny 
and handsome .. . folks who comb hair with 
one hand and throw it away with the other 
. .. if you are alarmed at the receding hair 
line, the spreading bald spots, the thinning 
and falling hair because the scalp is shrunk 
tight, flaky with dandruff, itching all from 
dryness ...replace the natural oils gone 
from hair and scalp with LANOLIN from the 
lowly sheep ...the sheep whose problem 
isn’t growing hair but getting rid of it. It’s 
simple, easy and astonishingly successful. 
All you do is ask for NIL-O-NAL (spells lan- 
olin backwards) ... use NIL-O-NAL as di- 
rected daily on scalp and hair. In only 30 
days see NIL-O-NAL repair the damage of 
dryness, see longer, thicker, more luxurious, 
shiny, wavy hair, or money back. Order today. 
$3.00 jar, only $2.00 plus tax and C.O.D. 
postage. 


MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY! 
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NIL-O-NAL Company, Dept. 723B 
230 North Michigan Ave., Chicago 1, Tl. 


Rush me the 240 day supply of NIL-O-NAL. If 
everything you've said isn’t 100% true, and 
I'm not entirely delighted, I can return un- 
used portion after 30 days and receive full re- 
fund. (Economy offer .. . THREE $2.00 Jars 
only $5.00 plus tax, same guarantee.) 
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O THREE $2.00 Jars only $5.00 plus 20% Fed. ! 
| ~ tax and C.0.D. Postage. " 
| © Enclosed is cash, check or money order for | 
| $2.40. () $6.00 for Economy Offer. 
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.. ae LEARN AT HOME—SPARE TIME 

- Fascinating field. Design own ward- 
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experience designing for others. It 

inay lead to thrilling career—even 

a shop of your own some day. Basic 

learn-by-doing’” course under 

guidance of qualified teachers pro- 

vides excellent starting point for s 

career. Send for free booklet, ““Ad- 
ventures in Dress Design.’’ 


“NATIONAL SCHOOL OF DRESS DESIGN 
835 Diversey Parkway, Dept.3232 Chicago 14, Ill. 
Please send me FREE and postpaid your booklet, “Ad- 
ventures in Dress Design,”’ and full particulars. 
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for Donna. Before I could budge from 
the table, there she was coming to me, 
cool in a gorgeous, light dress. Many eyes 
followed her as she made her way straight 
to my table, as I stood happily to greet her. 

She was smiling. 

“You shouldn’t spend all your money on 
flowers, baby.” she said teasingly. Quickly, 
she added: “They were beautiful, Johnny.” 

I loved the way she said my name. I 
loved the way she looked at me. I loved 
her. I told her so. 

“T love you. Donna,” I said simply. “I 
was so proud of you on stage tonight. 
You’re a very wonderful artist.” 

“T admire your taste,” she came back, 
still teasing, but I could tell she was 
touched by my tribute. 

“How long have you until the next 
show a I asked. 

“Not too long,” Donna explained. “If 
you're thinking about going somewhere, 
I'd rather stay right here and talk to you.” 

That was for me, I agreed happily. The 
way it turned out, we didn’t get much talk- 
ing done. Donna summoned three or four 
of the others in the show as they passed 
by. The crowd at the table kept growing 
larger and the conversation—with Donna 
in the midst of it—began going around so 
fast that I almost felt like an outsider. 
\irily, Donna ordered round after round 
for her friends, brushing off their thanks 
by nodding my way. 

“Thank Johnny,” she told her friends. 
“He’s so sweet. He'll put it on his ex- 
pense account.” 

My glow about being in Donna’s com- 
pany, having her praise me so publicly, 
was somewhat clouded with my alarm at 
watching Donna and her friends down the 
expensive drinks. I could scarcely enjoy 
my own single bourbon and water, won- 
dering what the bill would be. 

For a moment, I resented the idea of 
Donna’s spending my money so freely. 
But then, I thought, she wants to show 
me off to the crowd. That means she’s ac- 


cepted me somewhat. I was _ worried 
though, because persistently I'd marvelled 
that a pretty, sweet girl like Donna wasn’t 


already someone’s sweetheart. 

Once she leaned over and said _inti- 
mately: “Darling, why aren’t you drink- 
ing? Aren’t you enjoying yourself?” 

“What happened last night made me 
feel | drink too much, Donna,” I said sin- 
ce rely. 

She looked at me steadily, as if trying to 
believe something impossible. Then, ab- 
ruptly, she turned away, continued her 
conversation with the couple next to her. 

Jerry Whitney came by. Donna intro- 
duced us, invited him to join the party. 
Jerry sat down next to me. Since there 
wasn't any opportunity to talk with Donna, 
I got into a conversation with Jerry, com- 
plimented him on his show, listened to his 
fascinating explanation of how he’d gotten 
into show business as a boy, come steadily 
along as a master of ceremonies and sing- 
er, then, five years ago, put together his 
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revue which was making headlines all over 
America. 

“See you have joined the happy people 
who love Donna,” Jerry said approvingly. 
“Wonderful girl, Donna. Little expensive, 
but wonderful.” 

Although it shouldn’t have, his comment 
puzzled me. It seemed almost as though 
he had meant to warn me. Before I could 
pursue the subject, however. Jerry was up 
on his feet, ready to move on. 

“Watch your time, gang.” he called as 
he left. “Fifteen minutes to the half- 
hour.” 

Desperately, I hoped I would get a 
chance for a few private words with Don- 
na. I did. The crowd gradually filtered 
away. leaving her alone with me. 

“Having fun, baby?” she asked. 

“Yes, only . . .” I began, then fumbled 
my words. I didn’t want to say what I 
had on my mind. 

“Only what?” Donna demanded sharply. 

I took the plunge. 

“Well, what I mean is, baby. don’t your 
friends ever pick up a check or even buy 
their own drinks once in a while?” I added 
hastily. “It’s not that I’m not a good 
sport, you understand, but its . . .” 

Donna was on her feet. 

“You’re being awfully dull,” she said in 
an icy voice. “Pick me up at four and 
take me to breakfast.” She was gone. 

I was shocked at the way she’d dis- 
missed my complaint about her parasite 
friends but grateful that she hadn’t been 
so angry that she’d refused to see me 
again. Guiltily I thought, maybe I’m act- 
ing like a country cheapskate. After all, 
Donna lived in the midst of a fast, expen- 
sive life. Bet there were plenty of men 
who'd be willing to support her friends for 
life if they could have the opportunity with 
her that I’d had. Maybe I was just trying 
to step out of my class by trying to make 
a girl like that. 

But when the check came—a check for 
$25, I was alarmed all over again. This 
kind of thing was sure to break me in a 
week. I shrugged and paid it. There 
was nothing else to do. 

I brightened at the thought of seeing 
Donna later and surprising her with my 
gift. 

But my anticipation was clouded with 
the realization that even if Donna was act- 
ing sweet to me and had forgiven me 
seemingly about what happened the night 
before, it would probably be a long time 
before she’d be willing to be alone with 
me again. Well, I couldn’t blame her. 
I'd just have to be patient. 


HAD THINGS figured all wrong on that 

score, I soon found out. I picked Don- 
na up at the club at four and was relieved 
to find her waiting for me alone. 

We ate in the hotel lounge. Donna was 
in a suddenly quiet and downcast mood. 
I begged her to tell me what was wrong. 

“Oh, a couple of things, Johnny,” she 
told me. “You can’t help.” 

I kept begging. Finally she agreed to 








tell me one thing that was bothering her, 
She wasn’t satisfied with the progress she 
was making in her work. I found out 
that she was dead serious about her career, 
that she often had long moods of frustra. 
tion because she felt that all she was put- 
ting over to her audience was sex and not 
talent. 

“You know, I’m afraid of years.” she 
told me sincerely. “I’m getting older, 
Johnny. I’m twenty-six now. Last year, 
my mirror told me I was changing faster 
than the birthdays are coming.” 

“But, Donna, you’re beautiful. You 
don’t even seem twenty-three.” I protested. 

She looked at me scornfully, almost 
with hate. Donna was a very strange girl. 

“What else bothers you?” I asked. 

“T told you that you couldn’t help,” she 
repeated. 

I insisted. 

“Tt’s money,” Donna said. “I make good 
money but life on the road is expensive, 
My costumes are elaborate and _there’s 
Dad back home who depends on me for 
support. He’s been so sweet to me all my 
life and the things I want to do for him I 
can’t. Sometimes I feel that I should be 
like some of the other girls who let their 
men friends help them. Only I’m so in 
dependent. Right now, I’m unhappy be- 
cause I’d like to send him a hundred for 
his birthday. It’s tomorrow.” 

Something alarmed inside of me. Jerry 
Whitney’s warning words came _ back— 
“expensive but wonderful girl.” Donna, 
after all, was playing the part of the slick, 
conniving showgirl who felt she had 
hooked a sucker. I decided then and there 
that she’d never make a sucker out of me 
—not any more than she had. Id play 
the game cool, get what I could and give 
up the minimum. I wished I had the 
strength to tell her off then and there but 
I had to face it—I was weak, terribly 
weak for Donna. I’d just have to watch 
my step. 

“TJ don’t know why I’m bothering you 
with my troubles,” Donna was saying. “I 
can tell by the way you acted about my 
friends having a couple of drinks that you 
have to watch your pennies. Maybe I was 
thoughtless and selfish, having you pay 
checks for them. It’s just that most of 
the men I meet want me, body and soul, 
when they spend a few dollars. The other 
girls are always showing off what good 
sports their men are and I never get the 
chance.” 

My feelings were confused. Maybe, after 
all Donna was an innocent, sweet kid who 
was just trying to be popular with her 
gang. Maybe I was being overly suspici- 
ous. At any rate, it annoyed me slightly 
to have her under the impression that | 
was either a tightwad or a_ miserable, 
penny-pinching newspaperman on a bar 
gain vacation. 

The gift. I thought of the gift. I drew 
it slowly out of my pocket. I snapped 
open the box and laid it in front of her. 

“For you, Donna dear,” I said simply. 

The delight that spread across Donna's 
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pretty face made me feel instantly repaid. 
She was as ecstatic as a three-year-old on 
Christmas morning. I felt thoroughly 
ashamed of myself for having come to con- 
clusions about her. 

“Oh, Johnny, baby,” she exclaimed. “It’s 
lovely. You're the sweetest man I’ve ever 
met.” 

Her sad mood was gone. Her eyes were 
dancing. She became vivacious again. She 
ordered another drink and talked gaily. 
Suddenly, just as I was about to ask her 
if she’d really forgiven me about the night 
before, Donna leaned toward me. 

“Johnny,” she said. “I want to be alone 
with you. Take me to your room.” 

There was a hot fever in her eyes which 
made my head swim, my pulses quicken. 

I settled the bill, took Donna upstairs. 

She sighted the bourbon bottle on my 
dresser. 

“Make me a drink,” she commanded. 
Most of Donna’s requests were commands. 
She sat on the sofa, kicked off her shoes 
and waited, watching my every movement. 
She’s testing me, I decided. Trying to find 
out whether I’m heel enough to pull the 
riot act again, trying to find out whether 
I'm like the rest of the men she’s known 
who think money can buy her. I won't 
fall for it. I won’t make a move. 

I took a drink over to her, stepped back 
and watched her sip it. She put the glass 
down, looked at me, her eyes heavy and 
half closed. 

“Johnny.” she said. “I want 
love me. Johnny, I want you... 

A great sob of relief welled up inside 
of me. But I was careful. I sat down 
next to Donna. I took her gently in my 
arms. I kissed her lips, held her tender- 
ly. But if I had any ideas about making 
love to her that way, they were forgotten 
with the panting, almost animal wildness 
which had possessed her. 

Her soft lips were yielding. demanding. 
Her whole body was quivering as if she 
were chilled through and through. Her 
hot little hands were all over me, the 
back of my neck, my ears, caressingly, 
possessively. 

“Johnny,” she sobbed. “I want you... 

The whole outside world was forgotten. 
The throb and ebb and flow of Donna’s 
unspeakably violent passion swept me up 
in a frenzy which I hadn’t believed possi- 
ble. She gave me her lips, gave me her 
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caresses, gave me herself—wildly, madly, 
sweetly, 
Two hours later, when the morning 


came slanting in through the blinds. Don- 
na lay sleeping peacefully, looking like an 
angel. But there was no sleep for me. 
I was like a restless ship tossing on tidal 


waves after some great, turbulent storm. 
I was happy, supremely happy. But I was 
also upset. For, I knew that now that 


Donna had belonged to me, I must always 
desire her, that no other woman on earth 
could take her place. 

With all the peculiarity of the human 
animal, invariably wanting to have his 
cake and eat it too, I began thinking of 
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how utterly Donna belonged to a world 
that was not mine. I thought of Marge 
who was probably wondering what had 
happened to me. I hadn’t phoned or called 
her. I thought of the newspaper for 
which I hadn’t hit a lick of work since I'd 
been in town. 

I thought of the fact that rapidly the 
money I had been given to work on had 
dwindled down to a couple of hundred 
dollars. This morning, it would be even 
less for Donna must have her hundred to 
send her dad. She hadn’t mentioned it 
again. But now I knew that whatever 
Donna wanted—if it were the moon—I 
must always try to get. 

That’s the way it began—my loving 
Donna and my becoming her slave. The 
rest of my Miami trip was a combination 
of ecstasies and doubts. It became the 
accepted thing among the show crowd that 
Donna was mine. We partied and cab- 
areted. We spent long hours on the beach 
watching the sunrise. We hired cabs and 


went for long trips in the afternoon. We 
spent hours together giving vent to the 


great surge of passion which seemed to 
have sprung up between us. 

But loving Donna—being hers—didn’t 
mean only pretty things. It meant living 
with her swiftly changing moods and 
whims. I found out that often, during her 
fits of depression, she became sharp- 
tongued, sarcastic, biting, especially in 
front of others. She treated me often as 
though I were some little lapdog, follow- 
ing at her heels. Sometimes she ignored 
me completely. Her moods of affection 
came suddenly, struck hard, passed quick- 
ly. Sometimes she was so cold and unre- 
sponsive seeming almost to despise me, 
that I was left shocked, shaken and unable 
to understand. But through it all, I loved 
her more and more each day. 

Every once in a while, Donna looked at 
me with a tenderness in her eyes which 
could and did say: “You love me, really 
and truly, don’t you, John.” 

There was only one answer for this. 

Then her eyes would become hard and 
cynical. 

“You're a fool,” she told me. 

I didn’t try to understand Donna. Lov- 
ing her as I did took up every emotion, 
every thought. There was room for noth- 
ing else. 

Of course, I had run out of money the 
next week. I hit the office for additional 
funds twice. Then when I didn’t dare re- 
quest another penny from the office, I 
Marge, instructing her to draw 
money from the joint bank account we’d 
been saving for marriage. 

Marge called once, demanding to know 
why I hadn’t written or phoned to explain. 
Donna happened to be in the room. Donna 
answered the phone. The next day I re- 
ceived an airmail special from Marge. 
[here was a money order enclosed. 

“Dear John,” the note read. “Here is 
the balance of your half of. the money 
Your ring will come 
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in the mail tomorrow. Don’t try to ex- 
plain. In fact, don’t get in touch with me 
at all.” 

I would have been completely callous if 
I hadn’t felt some twinge of conscience 
about what I’d done to Marge. But Marge 
was no longer important. The only per- 
son who counted was Donna, pretty, self- 
ish, generous, affectionate, scornful Donna 
who had come into my life to make me 
unfit for anyone else—unfit for myself. 

My tempestuous affair with Donna had 
paralyzed my ambition. I made various 
excuses to the office about the assignments 
I should have been filling. All I lived for 
was satisfying Donna’s every whim, re- 
sponding to her beck and call. 

“You're a fool,” she told me over and 
over again. 

But it didn’t matter as long as she didn’t 
send me away. 

The day came when I had to leave. 
There was just no more stretching of the 
time. I had managed to make some lucky 
stabs at getting my interviews and doing 
a few pieces for the paper which were very 
much under my usual standard. I had 
promised Donna that I would try to get 
some vacation time as soon as possible so 
I could join the show again. She had 
promised to write me. 

We were all set to have our last party 
together that night. I was busy packing 
when a sudden inspiration struck me. I 
had devised a plan which would keep Don- 
na and me together. I knew that she wasn’t 
willing to give up her career. Besides, the 
word marriage seemed an immense joke to 
her. But I was willing to give up mine. 

I'd go to Jerry Whitney and ask him for 
a job as press agent with the show. Then 
I could give up my job with the paper. 
After the way I’d messed up with them 
anyhow, I doubted that I'd last very long. 
There was nothing else to go home to. I 
didn’t want to see Marge. 


XCITEDLY, I stopped in the middle 
of my packing. I picked up the tele- 
phone, planning to call Jerry’s room. Then 
I decided the best thing would be to go 
right to him, give him no excuse for not 
seeing me. Jerry had a large corner suite 
on the floor above me. Reaching his door, 
I noticed it was slightly ajar. I was about 
to knock when I was startled to hear Don- 
na’s voice in angry contest with Jerry’s. 
“I’m tired of your jealous raving, Jer- 
ry,’ Donna was saying. “What an idiot 
you are to think that Johnny means any- 
thing to me. Do you expect me to stand 
by and twiddle my thumbs while you’re 
making love to every other woman in 
sight? Johnny and I have fun together. 
He doesn’t mind spending money on me 
which is an art you’ve forgotten. Besides, 
he’s leaving tonight.” 
I stood petrified, unable to believe my 
ears. 
“Listen, you little fool,” Jerry came 
back, “how long do you expect to get 
away with this kind of thing? In Kansas 
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City, it 
Boston. ... 

I was sick at heart. I had heard enough, 
I had to get away quickly. I crept back 
down the hall to the stairway, walked 
down to my floor. I threw the few un. 
packed things into my bag. My plane 
wasn’t leaving until early in the morning, 
but I had to get out of the hotel and away 
from anything that reminded me of Donna. 

I was in the act of phoning the desk to 
ask that my bill be ready and a cab called 
when there was a knock on the door. | 
flung it open and looked into Donna’s eyes. 

Standing there, confronting her, I felt 
that I should burst forth into anger. let 
her know that I had discovered her false- 
ness, at least relieve myself with a few 
hot, well-chosen words. But the power of 
Donna was too strong within me. 

“Come in,” I said. 

She walked in, posed in the center of 
the room, turned to me and said: “Johnny, 
I came to tell you something. I have been 
Jerry’s little plaything for four years, ever 
since the show began. I love Jerry and | 
love you in my own fashion. I have been 
using you for a plaything, just as Jerry 
has been using me. 

“At first, I thought it was fun to see 
you willing to spend all your money on 
me, to see you jump through the hoop. 
But, somewhere along the way, I began to 
care for you. I don’t know any reason 
why you should bother with me ever again, 
but if you go out of my life completely, 
I'll lose something wonderful and impor- 
tant.” 

“Donna, darling,” I cried. 

I took her in my arms, crushed her to 
me, kissed her long and tenderly. Both of 
us knew it might be the last time we would 
kiss. 

“Stand right there, just as you are. 
Stand there, the Donna I love best and 
will love always,” I commanded her. | 
picked up my bags and walked out the 
door. 

I haven’t seen Donna since. I write to 
her. She answers my letters. I’m still with 
the newspaper. When I came back, | 
threw myself into my job, heart and soul, 
making up for the way I’d neglected work 
in Miami. I had to do something, to keep 
driving, to keep moving and to keep from 
thinking night and day about Donna. 

That’s my story. Not much of one, as 
confession stories go. Like I said, most 
people who write confession stories have 
reached a solution. I haven’t. All my life 
I'll love this woman who is as bad as she 
is good, as beautiful as she is evil. 

All my life, whenever I hear the words 
“a fool in love.” I'll apply them to myself. 
If Donna ever calls for me, I'll have to go 
to her. I'll have to give up everything, 
abandon whatever world I’ve created {or 
myself. They say that for every man there's 
a woman. I found mine, but the tragedy 
of it is that I can’t have her. 

Can there be a solution to a story like 
that? THE END 
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practically ignoring everything which hap- 
pened in the meeting, I got a chance to 
talk with Elizabeth privately. After the 
session was over. our host’s wife served 
some light refreshments and there was a 
chance for some social activity. 

I wandered casually over to the sofa on 
which Elizabeth was sitting by herself, 
listening thoughtfully to the buzz of con- 
versation about her. 

“I’m Junior Blair,” I told her with my 
most charming (I hoped) smile and an 
outstretched hand. 

She looked up at me smilingly. 

“I know.” she said. “I’ve heard your 
name mentioned tonight and at Sunday 


School. I always see your name or your 
picture in the newspapers.” Then she 
added with a directness which all but 


floored me: “I’ve wanted to meet you for 
quite some time.” 

“Why?” I asked, so taken off guard 
that I didn’t even consider the abruptness 
of my question. 

Elizabeth smiled mischievously. 

“Oh, I just wanted to see what it felt 
like to be talking to a real society figure.” 

I felt uncomfortable. 

“You’re making fun of me, Miss Hill,” 
I said a little stiffly. 

“On the contrary.” she answered 
quickly. “You seem to be awfully 
even if you are a member of the four hun- 
dred. And so good-looking too.” 

I had never met a girl who made me 
feel so much on the spot, 
actly what she wanted to say and looked 
so innocent doing it. 

I decided then and there that there was 
a lot more to Elizabeth Hill than looks. 
The slick, sophisticated line which passed 
for the right kind of conversation in my 
set, wouldn’t go with her. I began to talk 
and act myself and we got along famously. 
I found Elizabeth a serious-minded person 
with a whole lot of intelligence, the kind 
which some girls have but know how to 
use in such a manner that it doesn’t flatten 
the male ego or decrease their feminine 
charm. 


nice, 


who said ex- 


She consented to let me see her home. 

“Tm terribly glad to have met you and 
I hope this is going to be the beginning 
of a nice friendship,” she told me at her 
door. I was divided between observations 
that it was a very shabby door to a house 
badly in need of repair and the realization 
that Elizabeth wasn’t the type you made 
passes at when you took her home the first 
time, 

Of one thing I was certain. If I could 





help it, this wasn’t going to be my last 
time taking Elizabeth home. She had 
really got hold of my insides. Never be- 
fore had I been so excited about a girl and 
so proud to note that, seemingly, my in- 
terest was getting a response. Even 
though Elizabeth kidded me almost con- 
stantly about my hincty social connections, 
she seemed to like my company and to 
want to encourage my attentions. 

Deep down inside I had the feeling that 
Elizabeth thought me superficial; that her 
cracks about my set were in the nature of 
pleasant little sneers. I knew that she put 
a great deal of stress on serious things 
and I determined that I would make her 
respect my intelligence. 

Immediately, the way to do this was to 
do my utmost to see that her side lost the 
Sunday School debate and to figure promi- 
nently in defeating her and her fellow- 
debaters. I worked very hard. preparing 
my presentation and cajoled the leader of 
my team into making me the last speaker 
on rebuttal—a very vital spot. It so hap- 
pened that I had pulled some strings to 
learn that as last speaker, I would be 
following Elizabeth. 

Things went according to plan the night 
of the big struggle. There was a large 
turnout for the event which had been well- 
advertised, not only in the church bulletin, 
but also by the local papers. 
Things went along quite smoothly. each 
speaker presenting his case efficiently and 
eliciting murmurs of approval from the 


stories in 


audience. 

I had worked on my material with very 
great care and felt I made a tremendous 
impression with my first speech. I was 
proud of the job Elizabeth did. She fol- 
lowed me and her sincerity. her rich. clear 
voice and the intelligent manner in which 
she delivered her talk earned a loud round 
of applause. 

The fireworks were yet to come—the re- 
buttals. In a debate, nice 
and gentlemanly and ladylike up until the 
point where you begin tearing down what 
opponent has said. On my high 
I had become noted for my 
I was confident that I 


skill 


everything is 


your 
school team, 
skill at rebuttal. 
would be able to demonstrate that 
tonight. I did. 

After Elizabeth had made polite refuta- 
tion of our most important arguments. I 
swung into action. With a merciless work- 
manship. I proceeded to weave the frame 
of mind of the audience over to my direc- 
tion. The technique I used humor 
and sarcasm. I made light of everything 
the enemy had said. especially Elizabeth. 
I twisted words. strained ideas to produce 
a torrent of laughs and snickers from the 


was 


audience. 
It wasn’t completely honest because 
many of the gimmicks I used to demon- 
strate the utter ridiculousness of my op- 
ponents’ points of view cynically ignored 
the facts which had utilized. But 
what I did was effective. It deluded the 
audience and the judges into believing 


that only our side had advanced sensible 


they 
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ideas. The decision was for us, two to one. 

Graciously, our opponents came across 
the stage to congratulate us. Elizabeth’s 
eyes were shining brightly. At first, I was 
troubled, thinking she was holding back 
tears because of her defeat. To my amaze- 
ment, I soon realized that she was proud 
of me. 

“You won for your team—you and you 
alone,” she praised me. “I didn’t know 
you had it in you, honestly. I thought all 
you were interested in was making the 
society columns of the Amsterdam News. 
You’re wonderful, Junie.” 

I had to hide my shame before her en- 
thusiasm. 

“Thanks, loads, Liz,” I told her. Using 
her name that way sounded good to me. 
“Personally, I think you did a sensational 
job. But they say, to the victor belongs 
the spoils. So, as your penalty for losing, 
I rule that you must let me take you 
home.” 

Elizabeth smiled happily. 

“That won’t be a penalty,” she declared. 
“That will be a pleasure.” 

Elizabeth lived near the church. It was 
a beautiful summer night. We decided to 
walk. I wasn’t walking—I was floating. 
There was a new warmth between us, an 
atmosphere as if we’d known each other 
for months. I was certain it was caused 
by the new respect which I had earned in 
her eyes. 

We talked quietly on her doorstep for a 
few minutes. Then I put into words a plan 
I'd been entertaining for the past few 
days. The Sub-Debs, Incorporated, were 
having their first affair at the Hotel St. 
George the following Friday. The club 
was one of the most exclusive groups in 
the borough. Invitations were limited to a 
select mailing list. 

Almost all of the fellows in my crowd 
had dated their favorite girls for the party. 
There were two or three of the girls in the 
set who expected me to ask them if I 
could escort them to the affair. I had held 
back for, from that first Sunday when I’d 
met Liz, I’d toyed with the idea of taking 
her to one of the crowd’s functions, dis- 
playing her, showing her off and enjoying 
the stir which I knew her beauty would 
create. 

“Liz,” I asked hesitantly. “From certain 
remarks you’ve made, I know you don’t 
go for what you call the ‘society crowd.’ 
But actually, maybe you’d like those peo- 
ple if you knew more about them. I’d like 
to take you to an affair Friday—the Sub- 
Debs. Would you go with me?” 

Her eyes grew round with amazement. 

“You're inviting me to the Sub-Debs?” 
she gasped. “Oh, Junie, how sweet of you. 
With all the glamorous girls you know, 
too. Oh, darling, I wish things were some 
other way, but I’m going to have to refuse 
Not because I scorn your society 
crowd. To be quite honest, I’ve always 
envied people who can make a career out 
of having a good time and maybe the 
things I said were said out of resentment 
because I don’t belong and because I 


you. 
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have to have a job and get up early morn- 
ings and can’t—can’t afford to buy clothes 
like they'll wear at the Sub-Debs.” 

The last words were so low, they were 
almost a whisper. A frantic sense of alarm 
arose within me as I realized that Liz was 
on the verge of tears. A fierce protective- 
ness took hold of me. Tenderly, I swung 
her around until she faced me directly. 
Slowly, I took her in my arms and, as she 
came to me willingly, tightened my hold 
and kissed her. 

It wasn’t the kind of kiss I’'d looked 
forward to, passionate, desiring, demand- 
ing. Yet, its very gentleness held within 
it all these qualities. It was sweet holding 
her like this, holding her as if she were 
mine, pressing my lips against those pertly 
kissable lips, feeling her small hand steal 
slowly to the nape of my neck, feeling her 
hand caress me, pass lovingly through my 
hair. 

“Liz,” I told her impulsively, whisper- 
ing in her ear. “The night of the Sub- 
Debs, you and I are going to see the best 
movie in town.” 

She moved slightly, bringing her eyes 
up to look into mine. 

“You mean... .” she began. 

“T mean that I don’t care about girls in 
fancy dresses—only you. You’re twice as 
pretty as any of them and you could wear 
a potato sack and be twice as pretty. I 
mean I’d rather go to the movies with you 
than go to the Sub-Debs.” 

“Oh, Junie,” Liz cried. “I love you for 
making the offer. But I couldn’t let you 
make a sacrifice like that. You take some- 
one else and we’ll go to the movies another 
night. T’ll understand.” 

This time, it was Liz who made the first 
move as we kissed. This time, there wasn’t 
too much gentleness about it, but a wild 
kind of furious, mutual seeking which left 
us both shaken and short of breath. We 
stared at each other when that kiss was 
over. For unspoken things had been said 
—things which were supposed to be off 
limits for people our age—for people who 
didn’t have the right to all of each other. 


iT WAS IN love, I realized as I rode home 

on the trolley. I was completely, happily 
in love. The only thing that worried me 
was that basically, I felt Liz an unhappy 


girl. Having had everything I'd wanted 
since I could remember, it concerned me 
deeply to encounter someone who had to 
be denied the interesting, pretty things of 
life. I could hardly adjust to the belief 
that such denial existed. 

I talked with Dad about it that night 
when I got home. I had two things I 
wanted to confide in him; one, that I had 
found a girl I loved and the other, my 
concern about Liz and the obviously un- 
happy financial state of her family. 

“What makes you so sure the girl’s 
miserable?” Dad asked kindly. “You 
know, Junie, money doesn’t mean every- 
thing to everyone.” 

“But, Dad. she almost cried because she 
couldn’t afford a gown for the Sub-Debs 


affair and she really wanted to go,” ] 
argued. 

Dad looked at me curiously. 

“You must think the world of this 
young lady if you’re willing to give up 
going to that affair because she can’t go,” 
he ventured. 

“T do, Dad,” I said soberly. 

“Buck up, son,” he told me, patting me 
on the back. “If she’s as wonderful as 
you think, her luck and the luck of her 
family is bound to change. Maybe a mir. 
acle will happen.” 

I thought that Dad had been a prophet 
three days later when Liz phoned me ex. 
citedly to say that she hoped I hadn’t 
asked someone else to go to the dance, 
that she’d been able to arrange to get a 
gown and would love to go. I was hysteri- 
cally happy. 

What a night of triumph that was! It 
began with the sharp intake of breath 
which caught at me when I called for Liz 
and found her ready, shiningly ready, like 
a creature from some fantastically lovely 
fairyland, her gorgeous gown flaring its 
gossamer about her perfect little body. 

It continued with my taking her in my 
arms and kissing her even more passion- 
ately than the night after the debate. It 
continued further with the great hum of 
sensation which coursed through the ball. 
room of the hotel when we entered, the 
darting looks of approval and envy from 
the girls in my set, the open adoration of 
the fellows. 

Liz was the queen of that ball that 
night. She was stampeded with dancing 
partners. But every young man there was 
only a courtier to her. I was her king. I, 
in fact, had to beg her not to encourage 
my selfishness in accepting every dance. 
I realized, as the evening unfolded as 
beautifully as an Oriental fan, that Liz 
had given me the birthright in this high 
atmosphere which I had always felt I 
lacked. 

Actually, even though I had moved with 
sureness and ease in this social circle, my 
at-homeness in it had been artificial. I had 
always felt the intruder, the son of the 
bank guard who was consorting with the 
sons and daughters of bankers, teachers, 
doctors, lawyers. Liz, who didn’t “belong” 
either, had made me feel that I had 
brought a royal, queenly contribution to 
the atmosphere. Without giving her away 
to them, I had given her to them as a 
rash intruder into the palace guard flashes 
his gems won in a conquest outside their 
realm. 

We floated through the picture-pretty 
dance on a big pink cloud. We went home 
wrapped in a golden glow of happiness 
and pride in each other. 

“Tt was just perfect. darling.” Liz con- 
fided, leaning contentedly on my shoulder 
in the taxicab. 

At her door, I kissed my happy Cinder- 
ella. She clung to me with a shaking, 
determined clinging. All the little flames 
of our desire for each other leaped up 
within us, separate little flames which 
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fused into a heat which seemed almost 
too much to bear. Our caresses were fren- 
zied. Tiny moans escaped Elizabeth’s lips. 
She twisted in my arms, twisted and 
swayed, as if the torture of restraint with- 
in her matched my own. 

“J want you, Elizabeth,” I whispered 
fiercely, hoarsely. “I want you, Liz. I 
want you for my very own. Here. Now.” 

“No, no, darling,” she cried weakly. 
Then, in my ear, she whispered. “To- 
morrow, Junie.” 

I had to be content with that. 

Just before I left, Liz told me. 

“Junie, I have a secret. At least, it’s 
supposed to be a secret. I’m not supposed 
to tell you, but I have to. I can’t hide 
anything from you.” 

Then she told me a story which made 
me almost want to break down into tears 
of gratitude for the grandest dad a guy 
ever had. It was the story of how she had 
been able to go to the party. The day 
after I’d confided in Dad about Liz’ not 
being able to afford a gown, she’d received 
a call from the leading shop for young 
women in the borough. The caller ex- 
plained that Dad had been in and asked 
them to arrange a fitting for her, had 
fixed it so that everything she needed for 
the party was to be hers. 

At first, she had been reluctant to ac- 
cept. She had talked it over with her 
parents, who at first resented the gesture. 
Then, after Dad had visited them and ex- 
plained that he wanted to do this to make 
me happy. they had accepted his gener- 
osity with humble gratitude. He had 
begged them to keep his gift a secret from 
me. 

“Junie, you’ve got the sweetest dad in 
the world.” Liz told me. 

The night after the Sub-Deb party, Liz 
and I met. We were both feverish with 
excitement somewhat mingled with guilt 
about what we had in mind. We took a 
cab to a hotel on an obscure street. It was 
a place the fellows in my set frequented. 
They were careful about renting rooms to 
youngsters but I had gotten the key words 
to say from a friend who patronized the 
place often. Almost in a dream, we went 
through the procedure of registering. be- 
ing conducted to our room. The minute 
the door was closed behind the bellboy, 
we reached hungrily for each other. 

The next few hours were so filled with 
delicious rapture that we could hardly be- 
lieve we were living them. For Liz, it was 
the first time. For me, although I had had 
various sordid experiences, usually with 
girls of the more common type. this was 
the beginning of the kind of relationship 
which usually comes only in a dream. 

We lived in a world of abandon and 
bliss. The two of us were one in a sym- 
Phony of romance which swelled to great 
throbbing music and almost dulled our 
ears with its wonder. We knew that, as 
wrong as we were, we were not sorry. We 
vowed a hundred times that we would al- 
ways belong to each other, never to any- 
one else, 
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Liz was all my life from then on. On 
through the rest of my high school career, 
we went our course together, never tiring 
of each other, our love seeming to deepen 
and ripen. There were times when one or 
the other felt a deep sense of reproach 
because of our often yielded-to passion. 

Sometimes we regretted that we had 
not been strong enough to preserve that 
wonderful something which a boy and girl 
have when they can look forward to mar- 
riage bringing the revelation of the full- 
ness of their love. But the rhythm of our 
passion had caught us up in a warm 
tempo and the visits to the hotel, to quiet 
parks at night became regular and ex- 
pected. 

Liz didn’t change any because of this. 
[ did. I found that the feelings which had 
prompted me to urge Liz to dance with 
other fellows at the Sub-Deb ball had 
vanished. I was fiercely possessive of her, 
suspicious of the tiniest attention she be- 
stowed on anyone else, roaring mad when 
she raved about a male screen star or, in 
any way indicated that she could think 
for a minute of another of my sex. 

Because she was a basically friendly 
person, my insane jealousy brought in- 
frequent but violent trouble between us. 
Liz couldn’t believe that there was any 
reason for me ever to feel insecure about 
her love. She told me often how foolish it 
was for me to feel there was the slightest 
possibility she could ever give a serious 
thought to someone else. In my _ sober, 
intelligent mind, I agreed with her, prom- 
ised penitently to attempt to curb my 
jealousy, then completely forgot the prom- 
ise at the slightest provocation. 

The closest we ever came to serious 
complication was the time we attended a 
birthday party and someone decided to 
revive our childhood days by inaugurating 
a kissing game named “spin the bottle.” 
[ was amused by the whole affair until the 
bottle, spun by a handsome fellow from 
Corona, stopped in front of Liz. When he 
kissed her, it seemed my heart would turn 
to ice. 

It seemed the kiss was unnecessarily 
long. Before I could control myself, the 
throbbing little nerve at my temple had 
beat once too fast and I was up on my 
feet, savagely snatching the fellow away 
from Liz and hurling him halfway across 
the room. The party was thrown into 
pandemonium and Liz, embarrassed and 
shamed by my conduct, was crying bit- 
terly. 

We had a frightful quarrel on the way 
Liz railed about my unspeakable 
I accused her of having liked 
kissing someone else. We said words of 
increasing bitterness until finally, our 
shame at quarrelling with each other re- 
duced us both to tears and apologies. 

“You've got to learn to trust me, Junie,” 
Liz pleaded. “If you don’t trust me now 
youre right here on the scene, 
hat’s going to happen to us when you go 
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something we rarely discussed for it 
scared both of us. Yet we knew it had to 
happen real soon now. I was of the age 
when it had to happen. My classification 
papers would come any day. I spent many 
an hour thinking about leaving Liz. I 
knew I would be. assailed with all kinds 
of doubts and fears. I thought I had the 
solution. If Liz was my wife, I could be 
surer of her, have more faith. 

I begged her to marry me before my 
army call came. But Liz was adamant. As 
much as she wanted to marry me, she ex- 
plained, she didn’t want to rush into mar- 
riage as a safeguard against our losing 
one another. Her love for me was strong 
enough to withstand the waiting, the long- 
ing. she said. She demanded that I adjust 
my own feelings to the same ideas. 


T CAMP UPTON, New York, my 

induction center, and Camp Claiborne, 
Louisiana, my training center, I fitted well 
into the pattern of things, just as did hun- 
dreds of others around me. I didn’t mind 
the long hours of waiting, the grilling 
routines of drawing uniforms, taking shots 
and being processed generally. I didn’t 
mind the sometimes insufferable food, the 
smart-alec authority of the non-coms, the 
drudgery of the long hikes, the unreason- 
ableness of second lieutenants. There was 
one thing which constantly drove me into 
a frenzy of panic. 

It was that chant, that insidious, un- 
funny, deadly chant which it seemed every 
corporal and every sergeant loved to shout 
to stimulate our marching feet. 

“What’s the sense in going home? 

“Jodie’s got your girl and gone. 

“Sound off! One, two! Sound off! 
Three, four!” 

Everyone else seemed to accept it as 
routine.. To me it was not routine, but 
some unnecessarily ghastly practical joke 
which dinned in my ears and sent my 
imagination reeling into all sorts of fan- 
tasy. 

“Jodie’s got your girl.” 

The rotten rhythm of the chant echoed 
in my brain whenever a fellow-GI made a 
coarse crack about another’s girl and what 
she was doing at home while he was 
away; whenever a soldier who slept next 
to me, or lived in a barracks next door 
became bitter, tight-lipped after reading a 
letter from home—a letter from his girl 
saying she’d found someone new—or from 
his sister or mother reporting that his wife 
or sweetheart was playing around. 

I had no earthly reason to suspect Liz 
of any tiny unfaithfulness. She was the 
ideal girl back home for a soldier who was 
lonely. She wrote me daily. She faithfully 
reported anything and everything of home 
news which she knew would interest me. 
She went to see Dad and reported on his 
health, his progress and how much he 
missed me. She wrote sincerely of how 
she longed for the day when I would come 
home, told how she had turned down 
dates, refused to go anywhere, to see any 


company because she belonged to me and 
me alone. 

All this should have kept me immune 
from the destroying virus of my innate 
jealousy. But it didn’t. My obsession 
about Jodie—that indefinable, unidentified, 
hateful love-thief on the home front—grew 
and grew. It grew so that, on a train, in 
transport between Louisiana and New 
Jersey (we were headed for the East 
again, to go to a port of embarkation 
before leaving for overseas) I suddenly 
leaped from my seat and landed a hay- 
maker on the nose of a porter who was 
entertaining the GlI-packed train with 
stories of his exploits with wives and 
sweethearts of servicemen. 

I got into trouble, too, when I brutally 
beat a buddy who had challenged me in a 
friendly attempt to be helpful about my 
touchy attitude on Jodie. 

“You must not trust your girl very much 
or it seems you don’t from the way you 
act,” he commented toward the close of 
a heated discussion. 

That was in Southern France. Crazed 
with anger at his statement, I picked up 
a rock and flung it at him, opening up an 
ugly gash in his head. 

I got into trouble, too, because I refused 
to repeat the hated chant while marching 
and cursed out the sergeant who de- 
manded to know why. 

Soon, among officers and men, I had 
earned the reputation of being a “bad 
one,” even possibly some sort of unbal- 
anced case. I had no friends in the outfit. 
In the loneliest spot in the world—that of 
a soldier away from his home and girl—I 
was the loneliest guy in the world, I 
thought. I began feeling sorry for myself 
—and that’s how I began losing Liz. 

We were moved from France to Ger- 
many. In Germany, the tone of my letters 
to Liz began to change. Throughout the 
past, I had managed to keep my bitter- 
ness out of my letters home. But now, | 
began to write whining letters to Dad and 
to Liz. My letters to Dad emphasized how 
rotten I thought civilization was becom- 
ing; how many tales I was hearing about 
the way women conducted themselves 
while their men were away. 

In Germany, the crackup came. First, I 
received a short, earnest note from Dad. 
He was reassuring me that everyone in the 
world wasn’t following the pattern of the 
women of which I'd heard. It was an en- 
couraging letter but the last line puzzled 
me: “Junie,” the last line read, “I want 
you to be very sure that you and Liz are 
ready for a married life together.” 

What could Dad possibly mean? He 
had always been enthusiastic about the 
teaming of Liz and myself. My sick mind, 
eagerly seeking some clue, some straw in 
the wind which would confirm my suspi- 
cions, lit upon this statement, played with 
it for hours while I lay awake, tossing in 
bed. There could be only one thing Dad 
could mean. He had discovered something, 
heard something. I was sure, which made 
him doubt Liz’ loyalty. 
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I had, in my state of mind, everything 
to build on about suspecting Liz of some 
wrong-doing. My last letter before we left 
France had been an impassioned plea to 
her to tell me everything, an involved, tor- 
tured explanation that I felt she had a 
secret which she was keeping from me. 
That letter had not been answered! And, 
there had been no letters from Liz since! 
Liz, who had religiously written me once 
every day since Id been in service, hadn’t 
written at all in more than two weeks. 

Turning Dad’s statement around in my 
mind and facing the daily frustration of 
mail call which brought me no mail, I 
worked myself into a horrible state. I lived 
in an attitude of suspension from day to 
day. 

Ihad done very little going to town, here 
in Europe or back at home.. Now, I went 
out on pass, all by myself, never seeking a 
woman, only getting high and watching 
bitterly the soldiers who were having their 
fun with frauleins. Another week passed. 

There was still no mail from Liz and no 
answer from Dad. Liz had let me down— 
let me down completely. This I knew then. 
Dad, too, had let me down. But his silence 
gave me all the reply I wanted to know. 
Dad knew something he wanted to tell me 
but he couldn’t bear to hurt me. 

When I found out why Dad hadn’t an- 
swered, it was the final blow which sent 
my miserable little world crashing about 

I was summoned to the company com- 
mander’s headquarters one day. He let me 
have it with directness and a note of sym- 
pathy in his voice. 

“Son, I have bad news for you,” the CO 
declared. “Your father has passed away. 
The Red Cross is arranging for an emer- 
gency furlough.” 

I stumbled out of there, the hot tears 
scalding my face. Dad gone, Liz no longer 
mine. On the way back to my barracks, a 
sound drifted over to my ears. I stopped 
and looked with naked horror at a small 
group of soldiers playing at close order 
drill. They were marching back and forth. 
A PFC was shouting: 

“W-a-a-at’s the sense in going home? 

yeaies... .” 

My world went reeling completely. My 
blood froze. I picked up a great rock. I 
ran straight at them, screaming, ranting. 

When I got close to the amazed men, 
rooted with disbelief where they stood, I 
hurled the rock. I heard of them 
scream horribly as the missile crashed into 


one 


his face. The others rushed at me. The 
sky went black. 
I remained unconscious for hours. The 


infuriated soldiers whose buddy I had as- 
saulted had beaten me almost to a pulp. I 
awoke in a hospital, feeling too sore and 
aching in body and mind to even care that 
there was still a little life left in me. 

A week later, I was flown home. All the 
way, I told myself: “You’ve got to pull 
yourself together. You’ve got to pull your- 
self together.” 

Liz and her family met me. For a split 
second, the sight of her—pretty as she’d 
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ever been, fresh and_innocent-looking, 
seemed the thing to heal my wounds. I 
crushed her in my arms, covered her face, 
her neck with kisses. We all went happily 
to her home where a big meal had been 
prepared. 

An hour later, we were alone. No men- 
tion had been made of Dad. 

I couldn’t wait, couldn’t be patient. I 
began asking Liz questions. Why she 
hadn’t written? Why she hadn’t answered 
my letter asking her whether there was 
anything going on? She clung stubbornly 
to the story that she had written every day. 
She denied that anything had been wrong. 

I was dissatisfied with her answers. I 
felt she was being evasive, that she was 
lying. The last line of that letter from 
Dad pounded in my brain. We were in 
the midst of a heated discussion—all the 
heat on my part while Liz tried to soothe 
me, to reassure me, to beg me to wait and 
talk about things later. The bell rang. It 
was about seven o’clock in the evening, 
just the time when a fellow would come to 
see a girl he had dated. Liz glanced at me, 
I thought, furtively. She started toward 
the door. 

An alarm clicked in my mind. 

“Wait.” I told her. “I'll go to the door.” 

I went down the hall, flung open the 
door. There stood a good-looking young 
guy. He was dressed to kill, had a gift 
box under his arm. 

“What can I do for you?” I asked. The 
wheels were starting to whir around in my 
head. I felt a big thing piling up in my 
chest. 

The fellow smiled in a cocky way. 

“First thing you can do,” he said jaun- 
tily, “is let me come in and see Liz, 
i 


DIDN’T want to hear him say the word. 

This was Jodie. He was about to call 
Liz his girl. He was the reason for the 
lapse in her letters. He was the reason for 
the silence. He was what Dad had been 
talking about. My fist shot out, smack into 
his face. The box dropped to the ground 
as he raised his hands to protect himself. 

My fists smashed into him again and 
again. He fell. Cursing, screaming, I 
kicked him. I heard Liz scream behind 
me. Two men rushed up from the side- 
walk and grabbed me, held me until I 
realized it was useless to struggle. 

I lapsed into unconsciousness again. 

I awoke— I don’t know how much later. 
I was in my old home—in the bed in Dad’s 
room. Liz was bending over me. In the 
background I saw our old family doctor 
and Liz’ father. 

“Junie.” Liz told me in a tone only I 
could hear. “Junie, don’t worry about any- 


commanded. “He must have more rest,” 

Liz stooped over, kissed me and went 
out of the room. I haven’t seen Liz since 
that day. In spite of the doctor’s orders tg 
stay in bed for a couple of days, I got up 
and went wandering around the house. The 
first thing I found was a package of sey. 
eral dozen letters forwarded by the Army, | 
Liz’ letters. They’d gone the way of much — 
mail, a roundabout way after the regiment — 
had moved. 

The next shock was finding in Dad’s 
desk the unfinished letter he’d never 
mailed. 

“Son, I’m sorry to say that I didn’t mean 
anything about Liz when I asked whether 
you thought you two were ready. I really 
meant you. Maybe I’ve raised you wrong, 
Junie. Maybe I’ve made you too self. | 
centered. But frankly, although I love you 
dearly, I’m wondering these days if you’re 
good enough, strong enough for Liz. She’s 
a perfectly wonderful girl. I’ve been her — 
only date since you’ve gone.” : 

Poor Liz. Poor Dad. How utterly selfish 
and wrong I had been. My first impulse 
was to get dressed and rush over to Liz’ 
house. I would fall on my knees and beg 
her forgiveness. I would prove to her how 
sorry I was. Then I thought again about 
what Dad had said. Was I strong enough, — 
good enough for her? I hadn't proved it — 
—even to myself. For once in my life I 
was going to think about her and not my- 
self. I knew what I was going to do. 

I packed my things. I was going back 
to duty as a soldier. I could probably get ~ 
a discharge now through the Red Cross, © 
My time was almost up. But I didn’t want 
it. I wanted to serve out my full time and, 
while I was doing it, I would show the 
Army and myself that I could be a good 
soldier in every way. More important, I 
would show Liz that her man was worthy 
of her. 

I wrote her a note. I was afraid that see- 
ing her again might weaken my resolve. 

Riding back to camp on the train a few 
hours later—I’d been reassigned at request 
to a camp in Jersey—I said wordlessly 
over and over: “Go ahead, Jodie, take my 
girl if you can. But you can’t. Because we 
love each other and I have as much faith 
in her now as she always had in herself.” 

I was put in charge of some raw re 
cruits. I drilled them up and down the 
Army grounds. I had a new chant for 
them, one I made up myself. It goes like 
this. 

“Lots of sense in going home. 

“She'll be faithful while you’re gone. 

“Sound off! One, two! Sound off! Three, 
four!” 

I never see Liz. We write each other 
daily. I asked her not to come to see me. 


When I think I deserve to, I’m going to go 
home to her and ask her if she’d like to get 
married. When that will be, I have no ~ 
idea. But when I’m ready and deserving, 
I'll know it. 

As for the Jodie chant, it doesn’t bother 
me any more. [I still think it was a poor 


THE END 
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thing. Mac isn’t hurt too badly.” 

“Mac?” I asked vaguely. 

She nodded. “My cousin, Mac. He just 
got home from service too, Junie. He was 
| bringing Mom some candy for her birth- 
|day. Everything’s going to be all right.” 
The doctor stepped forward. 

“You'll have to leave him now, Miss,” he _ idea. 
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